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CHAPTERS ON FLOWERS 



CHAPTER I. 



THE SNOW-DROP. 



fioTANT is doubtless a very delightful study ; but 
a botanical treatise is one of the last things that 
I should be found engaged in. Truth shall be 
told : my love of flowers — ^for each particular petal 
— ^is such, that ao thirst after scientific knowledge 
could ever prevail with me to tear the beautiful 
objects in pieces. I love to see the bud bursting 
into maturity ; I love to mark the deepening tints 
with which the beams of heaven paint the expand* 
ed flower ; nay, with a melancholy sort of pleas- 
ure, I love to watch that progress towards decay," 
so endearingly bespeaking a fellowship in man's 
transient glory, which, even at its height, is but as 
^* the flower of grass." I love to gaze upon these 
vegetable gem's — to marvel and adore, that such 
relics of paradise are yet permitted to brighten a 
path where the iniquity of rebellious sinners has 
•r^^m the thorn ahd the thistle, under the blighting 
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cuise c^ an offended God. Next after the blessed 
bible, a flower-garden is to me Uie most eloquent 
of books — a vblume teeming with instruction, con 
solation, and reproof, 

But there is yet another, and somewhat fancifnl 
view, that 1 delight to take of these fair things, 
my course has lain through a busy and a chequer- 
ed path ; I have been subjected to many changes 
of place, and have encountered a great variety of 
characters, who have passed before me like visions 
of the night, leaving but the remembrance of 
what they were. I have frequently in my lonely 
rambles among the flowers, assimilated one and 
another of them to those unforgotten individuals, 
until they became almost identified; and. my 
garden bears a nomenclature which no eye but 
mine can decypher. Yet if the reader be pleased 
to accompany me into this parterre, I will exhibit 
a specimen or two of what I am tempted to call 
fioral biography ; humbly trusliQg that He who 
commended to our consideration the growth of 
the lilies, will be with us, to impart that blessing 
without which our walks, and words, and thoughts, 
must be alike unprofitably — sinfully vain. 

I'l glancing around the denuded garden, at this 
chilling season, we can scarsely fail to fix our re- 
gards upon the snow-deop, which bows its trem- 
bling head beneath the blast. Every body loves 
the delicate snow-drop ; I will not stop to repeat 




wliftt has beea often said and snag eMcerning it,* 
but proceed to that o{ which it is a chaiacteriilie 
memento. Merely premising that in tUs, and 
efery subsequent sketch, I shall adhere moat 
strictly, to simple, unadorned truth. The char* 
acters will be real, eyery incident a fact; and 
nothing but the names withheld. 

It was in dear Ireland, some years ago, that a 
pious clergyman, in reading a letter from a military 
correspondent, pronounced a name familiar to nsa 
—it was tiiat of one who had been a beloved play- 
mate in my earliest years, of whom I have long 
lost all trace, and who was there represented as 
having died rejoicing in the Lord. A few qaes* 
tions eHcited*the fact of his having entered the 
army; that he had been stationed in Ireland; 
had married an engaging young lady, and taken 
her to India; and now, had died in the faith. 
I soon after learnt that the youthful widow was 
expected, with her mother, to settle in that very tows» 
where they had no connexions, nor could any one 
assign a reason for their choice. 

Months passed away, and I could not ascertain 
that they were arrived ; but one Sunday, long after- 
wards on taking my accustomed place at church, 
I found a stranger beside me in the pew, whose 
deep weeds, palKd countenance, and bending figure, 
with the addition of a most distressing cough, 
iaereaa^ the interest exeiled by the lowly humility 
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of her depoitinoiii during pxayen, aad the earntst- 
sess of her attention to the preacher. After quitting 
fre church, I aaked a friend if he knew who she 
was ; he replied, * The widow of Captain——, 
concerning whom you have so often inquired/ 
The next day I went in quest of her, introduced 
myself as the early friend of her departed husb«Dd» 
and from that time it seemed as though her only 
eartlily enjoyment was to be found in my little 
study. 

Her story was this : she had manied while both 
parties were in total ign<vance of the gospel; 
their mutual attachment was excessive, on bet 
part extravagant. She left the parental roof, and 
felt no grief at quitting it : she accompanied- the 
regiment, and found every change agreeable, for 
still it was her privilege to brighten the home <tf 
her beloved and affectionate husband : He was 
an amiable young man, moral and honourable; 
«cid while quartered in that town, he had attended 
die preaching of the gospel, little imagining that 
the warnings addressed to unawakened sinners 
could affect one so upright as himself. Yet the 
word was not lost upon him : the good seed sunk 
into his heart ; and soon afterwards it sprang upu 
beginning to bear fruit to the f^\oty of God. 

Theresa's affection was of that kind which is 
content to do, and to be, whatever will best please 
its object. Wiih^the same willing and happy ao» 
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^fmescence that had before led her into die leTel- 
ries of the ball-room, did she sit down to read 
with her husband the word of God, or kneel 
beside him in prayer. 'The world/ she said, 
* was pleasant to me while he loved it ; and when 
heforsook it, so did I : bat with this awful difference, 
Piederick left the world, because he found its 
friendship was enmity with God : I turned from 
it because my world was centered in him.* Her 
husband saw this, and earnestly strove to lead her 
into acquaintance with herself, as the n^^cesnaiy 
pielude to her seeking the knowledge of the Lord : 
but in Tain — his opinions were hers, in all matters, 
amd therefore in religion ; but her heart was totally 
unchanged. 

And here I would pause to impress upon my 
readers, particularly the younger portion of them, 
the necessity for self-examination — constant and 
close— on this momentous point. Too frequently 
is the force of human attachment, the power of 
human influence, mistaken for the effectual work- 
ing of a divine energy in the soul. A favourite 
preacher will sometimes lead captive the imagina- 
tion,* or the paramount influence of a beloved object 
seemingly draw the affections, into that track 
whereon none can truly enter, much less consist- 
ently walk, but by the guidance of the Holy Spirit ; 
and wliat a catalogue of woes, not always to end 
with the present state of existence, might be ex- 
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hibited as resi^tiDg from this specious self-decep- 
tion ! " We know," saith the apostle, " that v^'9. 
have passed from death unto life, because we love 
the brethren." The test, when rightly applied, it 
a sure one : but we cannot guard too vigilantij 
against that perversion of it to which our deceitfuv 
hearts are perpetually prompting us. To love 
Christ in )iis people, is an evidence of spiritual 
life : to love Christ for his people, is a delusion* 
by means of which the father of lies seals many 
to eternal death. 

After a few removals, the regiment was ordered 
to India ; and with bitter anguish has my pooi 
friend dwelt on the recollection of that year's 
events. The family of her husband being people 
of rank, and wealthy, his outfit was rendered, by 
his father's generosity, a very superior one. Val 
uabl^ plate, and every thing that taste could devise' 
for affluence to accomplish, was lavished on the 
young couple; sthd as Theresa's fondness, in 
alliance with the pride that was her natural char 
acteristic, pleaded for the display of all that could 
make her Frederick an object of such respect as 
this world's envy can bestow, she exerted all hei 
influence to draw him into society which he felt 
to be most deadening to his spiritual energies, and 
destructive of the peace which he most coveted 
Still his affection for her was so great as to render 
her persuasions irresistible: and, while the fading 



«f his lieaUl^ dieek» tad iaiote^uag poMTeoeM 
rf his eye, bespoke the inlerniil caDflict, he jrielded 
to U^e snare so far as to devote many precious 
.hoozs ivhich might have been profitably spent 
fiaong God's people, to associates, moral and re- 
spectable indeed, but yery far remored from' the 
.ways of godliness. 

Frederick concealed fr<mi his wife the extent 
<fef his sufiferings, while she thus encouraged the 
flesh to lust i^inst the Spirit ; but she could not 
be ignorant of it; and that knowledge, as she 
described it, only added strength to her endeavours. 
She was conscious of a sort of jealousy, the re- 
collection of which, overwhelmed her with horror : 
in the selfish ^indulgence of an inordinate attach- 
ment, she felt it as a virrong that her husband could 
love God better than he loved her — she sought tp 
rival the Lord, to win from Him the allegiance of 
a soul that He had betrothed unto himself: and 
when, in the fiery furnace into which she was 
shortly afterwards put, all these things were re- 
called to mind — set in order' before her— -how 
fearful were the agonies of her remorseful spirit I 
If I could display its writhings as she described 
them to me, the warning might be salutary to some 
who are, in like manner, provoking the Lord to 
jealousy, endangering a brother's safety, and braving 
the storm of divine indignation. 
After some months passed in the manner above 
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tthd more, tmder ito struggle that ^Mne ippade 
bnabled htm to maintain against temptalfenay IM 
fitieqQently aticclsse^l, to coiinpnnsise Us Chfiitiltfi 
l^pUcity of walk and eonrersation, be ap^psuMd 
toe day to his anxidns v%, radiam wkh jej ioii 
holy exultation. ' Oh, Theresa/ he sdid, *yAM 
ean I render unto the the Lord for his great bene* 
fits f T have long been a wretched, prayedeM 
outcast, unable to pour out my soul to h&n. I 
hate pined under the sense of banishment-*-of 
deserved eidle from his presence. I hare been 
t5rsaking him : and he almost fc^rsook me. Bot 
on this happy morning, I have been once more 
iMlmitted to my Father's throne : I have had such 
'enlargement of spirit, such freedom in prayer, 
^ch a blessed assurance of his unchangeable love, 
that surely, surely he will not let me wander any 
more!' She told me that his look and manner 
'quite overpowered her selfish feelings : she was 
conscious of the deep Cruelty of her cOndact, m 
depriving him of such peace, such joy : she even 
prayed to be kept from a repetition of dience. 
Her impressions were, however, then too weak 
and transient to have endured a trial-^the L(»d 
'wrought, in a way that neither of them had antici- 
pated: and on the very next day she saw her 
Frederick laid on the bed of dangerous sickness. 
' He recovered Bpeedily, so far as to appear out 



olJoHMdMle dp^^; biitlhe aiedinl wampn^' 
no wice d k indiapeaaable Uml he ahookl xetnm. M. 
li» BBtira Enfl^nd withmtt del^; andt two jwm' 
levre of abtenca being gsanted, Ihey embarked ; 
her fond boiom cfaeruhing the oonfident eqpecter 
tien of hie peifect teHWtabliahmeiiU M die 
Cape they made a abort atay; and Firederifsk 
appeared aa paifeollj oamraleaGeot, that be aeeqied' 
bqfOKl .the reach of a leh^Me* Alaa! on thf 
vavy day of their qoktiiig that ahore. hia malady 
returned with such oYeawbefanipg YideDce^ thai* 
before they had made many baguee of the long 
hoooewaid voyage^ not a hope remained of hie 
reaching England- alive* 

It waa dreadful to aee the effort with which, 
that broken-hearted creature nerved henelf to lett 
me the aequeL Her Caet placed oa the fender kn 
.moBpfpoiif kneea ciuahed ti^tber^ lipa stronj^y- 
eompipeaaed, hrowa — ^auch beautiful browa l^-beik. 
iaio an expreaaioa of ateroneaa^ and pvea tbi 
hectic of her eheeka fading into ghaatly whit0<^-* 
M beapoke audi mental aoffeiing^ that I implored 
her to spare herself the recital : but in vain. 

It appeared that, while Frederick, fuU of joy» 
}Mf dying in hia caUa, the fiery darts of SelfA 
were almoat all ahot into the soid of his distracted 

• _ 

wife. She told me that she never suffered hina 
to suspect il*-4hat she wore an aq>ect of even 
dieerfid rettgntttoi>-i.^and by ao doings iacreaeai 



liii hap^ein. Bot, whaaefwr yfr Mdtmm fnm 
lU ftght, the tempest wodld break fortii with sotih 
maddening Tidencey thai it wae attonishing ho«r 
«be could tumTe the paroxynas. Tbou^ts ot 
Uasphemy^ the most appalling, weie cohttmiaUy 
ii^'sed into her mind :' every creature that enjoyed ' 
health and ^heerfulaeas waa to her an ol^ect of 
aiich bitter enyy, that she desired their death. 
Ani while contrasting the rude lularity of some ' 
men upon the deck, who Ured in open scorn of- 
etery dime law, only using the liame of the; 
Most High in jests or curses, widi the wasting' 
ai^guish that was dissolTing the frame of her angelic 
suflferer in the cabin below — ^then, impious 
tliou^ts, wild chai^en against the mercy, afad 
eVeh the justice of the Most High, would shoot 
through her brain, 'until> loathing them as she did, 
wrhile totally unable to repress them, ' she was- 
many a time on the point of fliiqpng herself into 
the roariiig surge beneath/ 'And then, to dress' 
my £ftce in smiles, to go back to'him^ ttid Uk» his' 
band, #nd tell him that the air had lef reshM me— 
to read the word of that God whom' I feh that L 
was' defying— to kneel in prayer, seemingly a 
sharer in his beautiful aspirations' of hope' and' 
peace, and joy, and thankfulness— Tou know it 
not— oh, may you nerer know it P ! 

'- The closing scene was aVhand ; and while 'sbe* 
hmig in quiet despair over his pillow, he tdd her, 



ibA. a kik of nveet ii m ii i i ihT tliit'liM JLoiA 
would aooa bno^ ber to Himself; bat dial k» 
Mw ii needfiil fiitt to semare the object of bev 
dcfamTC attachment 'My death will be the 
means of briogiiig yoo to. Christ; and Christ'e 
death has opened for ns both the way to God. 
Fear not, my belored Theresar— on}y b^eve.-^ 
W^ sbdl siag a new mmg together before the 
throne of the Lamb^' 

Poor, poor Theresa ! A few days more wonU 
have brooght them to anchor in the TCngliah port ; 
and at least she wouU haye been spared the awfol 
•ditarioess that soxxomided her, when withont one 
outward solace, she sat watching that lifeless day, 
extended before her in the calm still beaaty of 
death. She described herself as baling under* 
gfme the most extraordinary change, from the 
moment of his decease. The smothered tempest 
under the oiitbreakings of which tbb had ex- 
pected, and even hoped to die^ passed away 
withoot a single burst. A cdd, dull, quiet endu- 
ipance succeeded; not unmixed with transient 
g^eapis of hope, as his parting words again and 
again passed throo|^ her unresisting mind* Yet 
she was roused, by what I can well suppose must 
be one of the most heart-rending sounds pertain- 
ing to this world of woe; the splash that told her 
when that form, so Icmg and fondly lored, was 
indeed descending into its wat^ graTO— and the 
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ihip rolled on — and eren the eye of such lorer «t 
Theresa's imAt nerer, never catch a trace where- 
by to discern the spot of his obsequies. Oc^an 
was his tomb; and who should rereal in what 
chamber of the mighty mausoleum those cherish 
ed relics had found rest, until that day when the 
sea shall give up its dead ! 

As yet, no real peace had visited the soul of the 
mourner: the enemy was restrained, that he 
should no longer inflict on her the torture of his 
blasphemous suggestions : but grief, corroding 
grief, ate into th^ vital principle. She was desolate, 
and a widow, moving to and fro : looking for some 
manifestation of that divine love, of which the first 
breathings were yet hardly perceptible in her soul ; 
yet without any energy of prayer, any confident 
Ibope, or such a measure of faith as might enable her 
to lay hold on one of those promises, whereof she 
was very certain that her dear husband was en* 
joying the glorious fulfilment in heaven. 

In this wretched state Theresa returned to the 
home of her* widowed mother; but there she 
could not remain. She pined for the ministery 
under which her departed husband had first re- 
ceived a blessing, and gave her. mother no rest, 
until she consented to remove to that place ; where, 
on the first Sunday after the arrival, we were 
brought in the house of prayer. 

Theresa had taken the infection, while tending 
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^ de«tii4ied of ber hutdMod. Contampooii; 
Ki^ring but coofiroied, had shown, itself before I 
saw her ; grief had bowed her once elegmt fig- 
dfe, and I cannot look at a snow-drop without re- 
Cognizing heac very aspect,-— every lock of her hair 
concealed beneath the widow's cap, which scarce- 
ly surpassed in deadly whiteness the countenance 
that drooped beneath it. 

But let me render thanks to God, that, speedily 
as Uie outward fbrm decayed, the growth of sjnrit* 
ual life within was far more rapid. She luui 
found mercy, and I never beheld such intense 
application of evety faculty to the one work of 
searching the scriptures ; such fervent importuni 
ty for divine teaching ; such vratchful discrimina^ 
ti€m m securing the wheat and rejecting the chaff 
while listening to the various instructors who 
prc^ered their aid to this interesting inquirer. In 
trembling humility and self-distrust, she no less 
resembled the snow-drop, which looks as though 
the lightest zephyr would rend it from its stem : 
but,stronginthe Lord and in thepower of his might, 
rooted and grounded in faith, she still, like the 
snowdrop, maintained her assigned place,imnioved 
by storms thai carried devastation to loftier plants 
around. Popery, infidelity, antmomaanism, were 
casting down many wounded in her path ; but Go4 
had indeed revealed to her the pure doctrines of goqpe 
truth, and beautifiiUy did her growing conformily 



to CSnJil endence UmI Ac doaxnets of Imi newm 
mm not merely an operation ni the mind — ^it was 
an illiimioalioa of the souL 

Yet though enabled to rejoice in spirit^ soaM* 
times with joy Unspeakable Kod full of glory, her^ 
earthly sorrow pressed heavily on the heart aa 
early bereft of its idolized treasure. To me a]<me 
was the privilege allowed of numbering over with 
her the little relics of by-gone hours; and of 
gazing on his miniature ; where his beautiful fea 
toresy that never seeipod to have lost the noU«i 
aimpUcity of expression that diaracterized his child- 
hoody recalled many endearing little incidents to 
my mind, on the recital of which she dwelt with 
■ad delight. One occasion I well remember, when 
the depth of her feelings was displayed in a sin 
golar manner ; and this I often think upon, when 
iwrelling in the contemplation of my flower-garden 
at the hei j^t of its glory. 

She came to me one mornin|^ and found me 
still in my bed, suffering from a sore throat. A 
badtet of flowers had just arrived from a distant 
friend, which, moistened by a shower of rain> 1 
d«i»d not then unpack. When she entered, I called 
out, ^ Theresa, you ave just the person I wanted. 
I can trast precious flowers in your careful little 
hands;- and* ypu shall arrange them. with all the 
tluBte that you are mistress of.' She threw a haaty 
glance on my blooming store, smiled very faiailyi 
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then, testing herself beside me, entered inlo oan- 
Tenation. After a wbile, I reminded her ci the 
flowers: 'Presratly/ was the answer; and she 
then commenced a long history of her childhood, 
which was indeed one of extraordinary inter- 
est. Hours passed away ; and I, seeing the flowers 
begin W droop, once more asked her if she intend* 
ed to let them die ? She rose, with a long sigh ; 
wad kneeling down beside a chair, slowly com- 
m^ced arranging the rich yariety before her. I 
thdoght she had never looked so toochingly forlorn, 
as when, with her black garments spreading around, 
and her pale sorrowful face bent over the glowing 
heaps of roses, carnations, and eyery brilliant child, 
of June, she pumied her task, filling sereral Tases 
with 'the bouquets thus formed. 

She brought nie my dinner, and then- dressed,* 
and conducted me into my study, where she had 
pkc^ the flowers with such exquisite state, thai^ 
I cried out in delight, * O Theresa, you shall be 
my- florist in ordinary: what a beautiful display 
you have made ! She seated herself b"* my side 
en the sofa, kissed me, and said, ^ Noni, a' .er this, 
you ate never to doubt that I love you.* 
' * Doubt it, my dear friend \ I could not if I tried : 
but you have given me stronger proofs of it than 
this, much as your taste and ingenuity are now dis- 
played on iny behalf.' , . ^ 

* No-^I never gave you such a proof before >' 



81m UwA boMt into taavf, and told me tibsl hu 
pMtioa for flowers wm m great as even mine •- 
tkat it was Frederick's dmky tadc, when in Indiat 
to go out every morning and cull the most sj^endid 
Uossoms of that glowing clime, which be always 
arranged in her boudoir^ and upon her beloved 
piano, with as much care as he bestowed on his 
military duties. The long voyage had separttled 
her fipom the world of flowers during his iUneis: 
and when, after leaving him in the depths txf 
ooettiy she first b^eld those smiling remeai- 
brances, such a horror took possession of her pool 
hcerated mind, that, as she soleoEmly assured me, 
die would rather have taken the most noisome 
reptile into her hand than a rose. Voluntarily, 
she never entered a garden; because of the al* 
most unconquerable desire that she felt to trample 
every flower into the earth. She had struggled 
and prayed against this : it was a species of de-^ 
Ibium over which time seemed to have no power ; 
and it was to avoid a task so torturing that she had 
engaged my attention for hours, in the hope of 
my forgetting it until after her departure. . * When 
I kneeled down before the chair,' said the sweet 
mourner, ' I prayed that the sense <rf all your love 
toward me might prevail over my dreadful reluctr 
ance ; and it did.' Then, after % pause she added, 
with another burst of tears, * I dw't thiidL I could 
have done it, if y«yu had not loved Frederick f 



Not long after this, I wai saipriaad by Meing 
in her own apartment a single, soft white xeee in 
a ghss. She pointed it oat to me, saying, * I am 
following np my, or rather your conquest ; it is too 
ungrateful, that because Grod has seen fit to resume 
the dearest of all his gifts, I should spurn from me 
what he yet leares in my path !* I understood the 
nature of her straggle ; and, tiiyial as it may ap 
pear to those whose minds are differently con 
stituted, I could appreciate the honesty of her 
efforts to overcome what too many would hare de 
lighted to indulge, as the offspring of feelings that 
could not perhaps hare excited but in a remarii- 
ably sensitive and imaginative character. She 
laboured to bring all into the captivity of willing obe- 
dience to Christ : thus yielding strong evidence 
of a growth in the grace that was preparing her f«r 
glory. 

I watched, for twelve months, her progress 
towards heaven ; and greatly did she desire to die, 
where alone she had truly begun to live; but 
duty called her elsewhere, to the fulfilment of a 
painful, • though sacred task. She applied, her, 
retnaining strength to the work, and then lay down 
in peace. Her death-bed was described by a pious 
minister as presenting a foretaste of heavenly tri- 
umph. Her ashes repose beneath the green 
shamrocks of her native isle ; her spirit rejoices In 
(he |>tesence of htt redeeming God. 



CHAPTER IL 



THE FI7RZE-BUSH. 



Nothing veDture, nothing have»' is one of the 
homely sayings against which sentence of ban* 
itbDQient has been pronounced from the high places 
. of what we are pleased to call refined society. 
.When I scrawled the adage in my first copy-book, 
I thought it exceedingly wise ; and reduced it to 
practice a few evenings afterwards, in a merry 
holiday party, where the old game of snap-dragon 
was played. I had rarely borne off a single plum' 
from the midst of those pale blue flames that ap- 
peared in my eyes most terrific ; indeed, all my 
prizes had been made under circumstances that 
called only the best part of valour into exercise ; 
for I watched when some more adventurous wight 
V who had boldly seized them, was induced, either 
. by alarm or burned fingers, to let the trophy fall, 
. which I quietly picked up, and conveyed into my 
mouth. The proverb, however, seemed to have 
inspired me with scHuewhat of a more enterpris* 



ing dHit^ter; Inv on the ereiiiiig k yeitki^ 
I elbowad my wtLj throii^. the hugfaiBg, ecream 
iag litfle folks, end liecredy ejaailatiog, ' Nodii% 
Tenlure, nothing haTe/ I bravely plunged my hand 
into the dish, and bote off a noble plum, enr d o p e i 
in Uiose alarming ianes, which I blew oot ; and 
certainLy I thought the morsel that my own duval 
roos exploit had secured, infinitely superior in 
fla?ouf to any of the more ignoble spoils of fonaet 
tianes. 

How far this successful- i^ication of an old 
saw raiight influence my after life, J know not . 
but eertain it is, that I haye done many things 
which wiser people call rash, and imprudent in 
the highest degree, under an impulse very similar 
to the foregoing. Not that, in the darkest days of 
my ignorance, I ever looked to what is called 
ehance, or luck: eren in childhood, I regarded 
with inexpressible contempt wfaftt the grace ot 
God subsequently taught me to reject as decided* 
ly sinfuL I was taken to church every Sunday, 
tyem before I could read the bible, and when 
sufficiently advanced in learning to do so, I was 
told to receive every word that I read in it, as the 
dedaistieii of God himself. This I did : and I 
believe that a referential reception of our Lord's 
plain assurance, that the very hairs of our head 
are aU numbered, and thiat not a sparrow could 
fall to the ground without our Father, proved suf 

a 



ftcieiit to arm ma nguut cho whple.tlMinty 9i 
hick. I notice this with gniliUide ; mkI asm on«- 
coangement to parei^ to bciag .tb^ bb^sed book 
witbin the reach of their little o^ea, fipom the firat 
dawning of their infant facoltiea. * 
' It was noty therefore, in a gamhliiq; spirit that I 
applied the adage :— to venture sooietfaingi whfsie 
the object was to be gained aocordiag to the tum- 
kig up of a card, or the random decision oC a lot> I 
felt to be foolish, before I knew it to be wick0d ; 
but when any desirable thing was placed within 
my grasp, the attainment of which I might honest* ^ 
ly compass," at the expense of s<»ae loss^ or 
perhaps suffering to myself, I hate ravely shrunk 
back from the enterprise. It has pleased God^ in 
his great mercy, so far to sanctify. this feature of 
my nat^iral character, that I am able, throuf^ 
prayer, to attempt things, where his glory alone is 
concerned, that^^me who are far superior to .me 
in every spiritual gift and grace would pause at . 
and I have a criterion whereby to judge when it is 
through the help of my God that I overleap any 
wall. Accomplishing it in my own strength, and 
for my own gratification, I am sure to carry off 
either broken bones, or some severe sprain or con- 
tusion ; obliging me to limp for a long while afier : 
but when the power of fiuth has alone wroiight 
(he achiei^ment, I alight unhanaedt w^d go on my 
wayrqoidng. 



' NotUng^ trntme, nolhiag liaw,' wm my meatil 
relleetioiiy as I i&MKled my band, the other day» 
wtthiii the strong fiBiice-wock of a hardy funs^ 
hush, to possess myself of Ihe fragrant flower thai 
reposed its golden bosom where few would have 
cao^ to invade its retieat« But the plant was m 
old, an endeared associate, haYing formed a dis» 
liBgQiriii^g feature of the wSd, sweet seoiery, 
anttd which I passed many a happy day. ' A type, 
too, it was of those days ; for as the bright aad 
beaatifiil forze^blossom throws its suntiy gleams 
over the withering herbage that lies froxenarooBC^ 
— dieddmg lastre and breathing fragrance on its 
own thorny tree, — so did the transient loveliness 
of that'8h<^ season to which I refer, ameliorate 
the dreariness of a wintry doom, and swe^en 
many thmms, pknted around me by the hand of 
unemiqi^ wisdom. The furze-bush from whence I 
kst'frfadLod a flower, is Icicated, indeed, in a re- 
gion as dissimilar- from that which my memory 
enshrines, as are the feelings exdted by a glance 
at the present, contrasted with the retrospection 
of What is f<»ever past ibut its tints are as ipel 
low, its foikge as gxeen, and its aspect altogether 
die SasM, I knew that if I secured a cluster of its 
s^ petals, they would breathe a like fragrance ; 
and I mui content to venture a scratched fii^^, 
fer the indulgence ci a sweet, though melancbotf , 
miftifiraliort ' 



Hme WM yet anther iodbiOHaent to gtthir 
Aete )miM ti f urie : I was dxmt to pass a spot 
stegidaily intefesting to me — a grave, attr wMeh 
I hate often bent with senB^ioos of eacfuistte de* 
Mjj^t. The silent tenmt of that dark and nanrow 
hoose^ in Ae few months of our intimate ac<- 
ipiaintance, furnished me with an oj^xntmiity ci 
lirtnging into action all that God was pleased to 
inapart to me of enterpiize and persevvranee^ 
lor the attainment of a tiepfay more glorious dian 
wati^tf and all, that can pmdb. I could iiot but 
frequently compare that woric with the attempt te^ 
gather flowers ftom the midst of numerous and 
piercing thorns; and more than once, duikig its 
progress, have I stopped to mnd a sprig from the 
forbidding furze, and then divested that sprig of 
dl individoal points, that I might rejoice in the msc^ 
cess of an all^cvical exploit. To none but to 
'Him who helped nie, is it known what I endured 
befEHre the victory was made manifest which H», 
'not I, achieved ; nor wfll Christiaii diarity «lmit 
•the lifting (tf that veil which I desire to throw o^er 
the opposition of some, whose crown of reyoicttig 
it might well have jM^oved to be fellow-heipears in 
such a work. I gfrthered the blossoms ; tfnd thank- 
fully will I leave the thorns out of sight, fcnrgeltittg 
those things that are behind, and reaching forwaid 
to what is yet bdTore me. 

Mary was the name of this departed oiii^ vriboee 



mattorjr in pteciatti to bm* Sbe wwr a bnoMi 
eolli^r; bat lemailuMe for that imdUgeacewhidb 
fipequemlyv I may tay- mivenMlly^ ehancteriaia 
eToo the moet oneducated dass in hemaliTe Irdaadk 
Orer Ihe earlkst period* of her lifo^ a cloud hang* ; 
bttt it is not the obecuritf at darknest— raUier it 
wouH seeisi, die outset was a flood o^ligbt, suddei^ 
ly disappearing belaiid the thick mists which ovev^ 
hoag the horizon where her morning snn arose. 
This I ascertained, but noi until long sfiffir these 
mists had begun to disperse, which deeply shroud^ 
ed her mind at the commenc^aent of our acqnainl-^ 
aaee ; — ^Aat she was the daughter of a ctorerled 
man, called out of the darkness of Romanism to 
the marvelloos light of the gospel ;•— -that her fcther 
had diligently instructed his household in thosa 
truths which he had found to be the power of 
(Sod mito the salvation of bis own soul ; and, boA in 
Ri^Ksb and Irish, he had read the scriptures, ta 
aff who wouM come within the hearing of them. ' 
I know not bow it was, that at the early age of 
six years, Mary was removed from the paternal 
roof, and initiated by those among wiiom she sub* 
sequeatly dwelt, into all the mysteries of that 
&lal apostacy from which her father had been res* 
coed. 8he became in time, the wife of one 
equally bigoted, aad equally ignorant with herself ; 
and crossing the channel, they took up dieir abode 
m-BmigimAf within the reach of a Roman Cath- 



filD . cliapel, the prieet ef wluch ju^Uy iiiwi< 
ieied Mftiy amoog the mo0l determined adherests 
to the tenets of his erroneous faith. Some time 
elapsed, (above ten years, I believe) before I 
was led by the hand of Providence to fix my 
dwelling in the same neighboturhood. Of Mai^y^ 
I had never heard; but having become acquaint* 
ed . with several of her poor country people 
around, and told them how dearly I loved their own 
green isle, she had felt the yearnings of Irish sf- 
feotion towards one who ^dtertained a preference 
for poor Erin. Nothing could be more character- 
istic than our first meeting: I was advancing 
with a tract, towards the gate of a little cottage, 
out of which came a respectably-dressed woman^ 
with a basket of eggs on her arm, who made me « 
very nice courtesy, at the same time fixing on me 
two of the most brilliant eyes I ever beheld, and 
S|niling with unrestrained cordiality. I returned 
both her greeting and her nnile; on which she 
imniediately said, ' You never come down to our 
place, Ma'am.' I replied, ' Perhaps not, for I d<»i't 
know where you place is ; but I am sure you are 
Irish.' I am Irish indeed : and you love our peo- 
ple so well, that I often look out for you to visit 
me. I live down by' — and she named a retrei^' 
rather out of my usual road. I promised a visit, 
asked a few questions respecting her native place, 
and we pi i ted. I observed to my companion 
what a rcinarkably intelligent countenance she 
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hai4 and wts loM m vejdyt that alie was one of 
the moat zealoaa p^usts in the parish. 

We met ocousiqnally in the street, and always, 
spoke ; but I was prevented by. other engagements 
from visiting her. After a long time, I learned 
thttt she had been very near death ; .that her new* 
bom mfant, like herself, had narrowly escaped it, 
and that Mary was then sinking into a very painful 
and dangerous disease — an internal cancer form-<« 
ing, which menaced her life. To this were added 
distressing testimonies as to the determined manner 
in which she rejected all religious instruction, not 
administered by her own priest; excepting that 
she listened patiently and respectfully to one pious 
clergyman, who occasionally visited all the cotta* 
ges ; and who was so universally beloved among 
tie poor, that no one ever refused him a reveren* 
Ual and affectionate reception. 

I was pricked to the heart, when told of the in . 
eseasing sufferings of poor Mary, whose personal 
industry had been the main support of her family . 
and who began to feel the miseries of abject poverty 
aggravatfng her bodily torments. I determined 
t^ visit her, and that too for the express purpose 
of kying whether I could not, as a weak instrument 
in. an Almighty hand, bring her forth from her dar- 
ling delusions^ into the beams of. tlie day-spring 
from on high. I was told that, such an attempt 
would subject me to insult ; if not from her, from 



bar faasbaiid : and llutt tbe priett was too ttnwBi » 
ting in his attentions to be ignorant of an invasion 
in that quarter, which he would surely repel, by 
stirring up yet more the bigot zeal of S(»ne among 
his Irish flock, who had shewn a disposition to re- 
sent my occasional interference with their false- 
ftith. 

* Nothing venture, nothing have,' was here appli- 
cable, in its very best and highest sense ; and in 
the spirit of prayer, I betook myself to the tadi. 
Into a bush, of which every leaf was a thorn, I cer- 
tainly did thrust my hand, to gather out from among 
them this flower. Opposition I fully expected, from 
her own strong attachment to tbe errors of po- 
pery : but I found her far more willing to listen than 
I had dared to hope. Indeed, such was tbe love 
wherewith the Lord mercifully taught her to regard 
me, that she could not quarrel with any word or 
action of mine : the flower itself offered no thorny 
resistance. Opposition from her husband was 
unexpectedly prevented, by the removal of Mary 
from her home, to a place under parochial man 
agement, which also brought her much nearer to 
my abode. Opposition from the priest, I encount- 
ered to the full extent of his power, even to per- 
sonal resistance, and the exercise of an influence 
that I did not expect to find so powerful, in far 
olher quarters than the cottages of those who fre- 
quented his altar. The great enemy of poor Mary's 



seal {ml in force to the uttennoet bis cnAj wflet, 
to flie streogtbeniog of a cause that, to all but ne, 
•ppeared frequently triumphant: and when her 
iiold, decided avowal that- she would bear the 
ocriptnres read, and listen to my instmctioas, 
siienced those who had boilt their predictions on 
ber long hostility to protestantism, the old and 
more subtle charge of hypocrisy was resorted to. 
Instances were adduced of her frequent deviation 
from strict reracity, while yet under the power ci 
that religion which teaches, even in its first-cate- 
chism, the fearful doctrine that such sins are venial 
only, and to be readily atoned for by a few fonns 
and penances. The recent change in her eipres* 
sions was referred to a prudential application of the 
same convenient sophbtry ; and I was told that tbe 
trifle which I occasionally left on her pillow went 
duly to the priest, in purchase of absolution for 
the sin of listening to me. This I knew to be 
utterly false; but I felt itf times those painful 
misgivings, which were as dehcate thorns intro- 
daced into the flesh, harassing me, and tending to 
indispose me from further exertion. Still, by kfiep' 
ing my eye upon the power which alone could ac- 
complish such a work, the power which, if once 
-brought into operation, none could let, I was en- 
abled to go on, grasping the flower, and applyiog 
every energy to draw it from its adverse conesmip* 
tants. 



A THB FUBSS*BU8H. 

It WHB when Btraggling against my own unbelief^ 
80 cnieUy encouraged by the groundless tales of 
wilful deceivers and willing dupes, that I was 
unexjpectedly cheered, by the sudden recurrence 
of Mary tothe scenes of her infancy, her father's 
home. A text of scripture was brought before 
her, which he had been in the habit of dwelling 
upon, when pointing out to his family the sinful- 
ness of creature worship ; and a flood of li^t ap- 
peared to break at once upon her mind, presenting a 
rapid successioaof imagps, loiig lost in the spiritual 
daAness of her riper years. It was then that she told 
me what prored her to have been the child of many 
prayers — ^tfae oi9{ect of a truly christian father's amt- 
ioos instruction : and it came, too, at an advanced 
period of my daily attendance when she lay in 
lingering torments on what was sure to' be her 
death-bed. Need I say, that every phantom of 
BMStrust, conjured up by the devil to dishearten 
and perplex me, vanished, never to return? It 
was enough — ^I found that another had long before 
laboured where I was mercifully conunissioned to 
esiar upon the ground, unoccupied as I supposed it 
to be. In the morning that christian father had 
womn the teed : in the evening, by God's grace, 
I withheld not my hand ; I know not whether pros- 
jpegid, this or that : but I believe they were alike 
good. Only the former sprung not up, until thf 
latter was ISLewise cast in. 



. Two tbiiigt made against the apparent feaK^ ol 
dear Mary's conTersion : one was, that she long per- 
sisted in a falsehood, the tendency of which was 
to screen fron^ well-merited odium one who had 
deeply, cruelly wronged ber faithful attachment to 
him. The other was the unvarying respect that 
she showed to her priest, who persisted in yisiting 
her. On both these points I was folly satisfied, 
and indeed confirmed in my estimate of her char- 
acter : for, on my directing my discourse one day 
with an especial view to the fiormer of them, the 
delusion of doing evil that some supposed good 
might ensue, she burst into tears, adinowledged 
her offence ; and that she had considered it meri- 
torious to stand between that indiyidual and the' 
disgrace that was his just due; and, in my 
presence, she spoke to the •same effect to him, 
warning him of the ruin that awaited him» in time 
and in eternity, if he forsook not his evil way. 
With regard to the priest, she had experienced 
from him much kindness, and frequently had ha 
teliered her necessities, instead of taking aught 
firom her. She knew him to be sincere in his 
errors ; and she did justice to the benevolence of 
his conduct ; firmly declaring, that as long as 
she lived she would manifest her grateful sense 
of his weIl-intentioi|ed zeaL I was far from dis- 
couraging this : I loved her for it, and exhorted 
her to be frequently in prayer for him ; but odkan 
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could not enter into my Tiews, because ikfj saw 
not that wherein I was daily prinleged to rejoke- 
It Was a small matter to her, or to me, to be judgwl 
of man's judgment. Mary had the witness in 
herself^ and she died in perfect peace — a peac* 
that had possessed her soul fnr many wedu, pre*- 
Tious to its happy enfranchisement from the per- 
ishing clay. I toO) had a witness, in the signal 
answers to prayer, whereby my path was daily 
opened to the chamber of my beloTcd charge, not*- 
withstanding an almost unprecedented stretch, 
both of influence and authority, to bar it against 
me. I hadyanother witness, in the unwonted 
patience that possessed my intemperate spirit, 
under many indignities; and the faith that led 
my steps cohtiipially to the scene of opposition^ 
That God himself had set before me an open 
door, was manifested in this — ^no man oould shut 

it. 
Well, the scratches were soon healed, thi^t 

diose ungracious thorns inflicted ; and the certain-^ 

ty that I did indeed behold the flower removed to 

a fair garden where no thorns can enter, renders 

me joyfully willing to encounter as much, and 

more, wherever the Lord points a way. I should 

be well pleased so to connect the memory of my 

interesting Mary vnth the brightp-blossomed furze, 

that every matrnf «f its goUeii treasures, scattered 

over our heaths and glensi might suggest a theme 



of cheerfol encouragement to all who deaice to 
Mboulr in 'the Lord's cause, among the bond-slarea r 
of Satan* ' Let them always remember, that op- 
position ought to be a spur, OYerruled to quicken 
them in tlieir course. Satan is an experienced 
general, who does not enter the field against imagi- 
nary foes, nor man his walls when there is no 
peril. Whenever he bestirs himself to an aotire 
resistance, depend upon it, he sees that One 
mightier than he is taking the field. You cannot 
see your leader; Satan does. When, therefore, 
you find unlooked-for obstacles thickening before 
you, be sure that the adversanj is alarmed, and 
GO forward; for He who never rides forth but 
to conquer is with you in the field. 

With a gladsome heart I looked upon Mary's' 
humble grave : for with sparkling eyes she used 
to tell me that, whereas it had been, all her life 
long, a prospect of unutterable horror and dismay 
to her, she could look forward to it as a pleasant 
resting-place for her poor body, while her soul, in 
the hands of her dear Redeemer, waited for the 
time appointed to reunite^ itself with its former 
Companion. She dwelt upon the glorious change, 
from corruptible to incorruption, from mortal to 
immortality ; and she dwelt upon it as the achieve- 
ment of Christ alone, on her behalf. This was a 
hope that maketh not ashamed ; and well does the 
gay sweet blossom of the threatening furze accord 
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with my bosom's joy, while contemplaftiBg die 
work of redeeming love, in rescaing her soul 
from all the host that encompassed it. The work 
was the Lord's — to Him be the thanksgiring and 
the praise ! 



CHAPTER III. 



THB SHAMROCK. 



Svoin.i> any of my readers hare amused themselres 

by ccmjectoriiig ivhich, among the increasing Tari« 

ety of floral gems that herald the spring, would be 

brought forward as appropriate to the month of 

March, they will probably be disappointed. The 

delicate primrose may look forth firom its crisp 

leaves; the fragrant violet may volunteer, in its 

natural and emblematical beauty, to furnish a 

grateful type ; but the gaftezxe, with all its attrac* 

tion, must be passed by ; for, among the long grass 

at the bottom of the garden, in the most unculti* 

vated, neglected spot, lurks the object of which 

we are now in quest : — ^invisible, as yet ; unless 

prematurely unfolded by the influence of more 

genial weather than we can reasoifably anticipate 

at this blustering season : but sure to lift up its 

simple head, in the freshness of healthful vegeta- 

tiiMi> before three weeks have passed away. Ye% 
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the Shamrock must occupy the station of a flower 
for once, and why should it not ? England disfdays* 
as her symbol, the glowing rose, — Scotland, the 
lilac tuft of her hardy and gigantic thistle, — and 
alas ! poor Erin's green shamrock has too often 
outblushed them both, as the life-blood of many a 
victim oozed forth upon the sod, under the iron 
reign of spiritual tyranny, which still sharpens, 
for its own dark purposes, the weapons of civil 
discord ; wading onward, through rivers of blood, 
-to the goal of its insatiable ambition. 

But I must not identify the gentle shamrock 
with Uicmes so revolting ; I have pleasanter combi- 
nations in view, and long to introduce to my read 
ers the companion with whom, for seven succes 
sive years, I sought out the symbol so dear .40 hu 
patriotic heart, and watched the prayerful expres 
sion of. his countenance, while he gazed upon it 
He was dumb ; no aiticulate sound had ever passed 
his lips, no note of melody had ever penetrated 
his closed ear, but the ' Ephphatha' had reached 
his heart ; and, oh ! how full, how rich, how sweet, 
how abiding was the communion which he held with 
bis adored Redeemer ! 

The Irish have a tradition, that when St. Patrick 
first proclaimed among their fathers the glad tidings 
of salvation, making known to them the existence 
of the trirune Jehovah, the greatness of tha 
aiyatery. perplexed and staggered his disciples. 
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They urged those carils wherewith poor patoral 
reason lores to oppose the revelations of infinite 
wisdom. ^ How, they asked, ' can three be one ? 
how can one be three ? The missionary stooped 
to gather a shamrock leaf, whibh grew at his feet ; 
telling them, that God had carpeted their beautifal 
island with an illastration of what they considered 
%p iiic<Hnprehensible : and thenceforth, say Ae 
legends, the shamrock was adopted as a symbol of 
the faith embraced by christianiased Ireland. This, 
I know, that, with a shamrock in my hand, I hare 
gained access to many an Irish heart, while my 
aiiditors eagerly listened to whatever I might 
preach, upon the text of St. Patrick. 

The dumb boy fully understood all this: he 
freqaentiy alluded to it ; and sweet it is to reflect, 
that he whose tongue was silent on earth, is. sing* 
ing a new and glorious song before the Arone of 
that Incomprehensible one, whom be knew and 
adored — as Creator, Redeemer, and Sanctifier— 
while seeing through a glass more dark, perhaps^ 
than that which we are privileged to use : whom 
henow knows, even as he is known : whom he now 
adores, with energies set free from the deadening 
wei^t of sinfiil flesh, perfected even into the image 
of his Saviour's glory. 

Before nineteen years had rolled over him, Jack 

was summoned to enter into this enjoyment : and 

I ^ not hesitate to affirm, the broadest, deepest, 

4* 
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nost unequivocal seal of adoption into God's ^'un^ 
was visibly impressed upon him, during the last 
seven years of bis gentle and peaceful life. His 
cbaracter shone with a bright, yet calni and unoi* 
tentatious consistency — he adorned his lowly sta- 
tion with such quiet endurance of the world's lifted 
heel, and stood so unharmed in the midst of Its 
pollutions, evermore revived by the dews of divine 
grace, and exhibiting so attractive, though imper* 
feet an image of Him, who formed him to shew 
forth his praise, that I could find no type so ezpres* 
sive of him, as his own native shamrock ; even 
had not the fervency of his patriotism, which was^ 
really enthusiastic, crowned the resemblance. 

But another circumstance, never to be erased 
from my fondest recollection, has inseparably 
combined that boy's image with the shamrock 
leaf. I had taken him from his parents, at the age 
of eleven : and it will readily be believed, that the 
grateful love which he bore to me, as his only in- 
structor and friend, extended itself to those who 
were dear to me. There was one, round whom 
all the strings of my heart had entwined from the 
cradle. Jack appeared to understand, better than 
any one else evei; did, the depth of my affection 
for this precious relative, and most ardently did 
the boy love him. He went to Ireland ; and Jack 
remained in England, with me. Many weeks bad 
not passed) before our hearts were wrung by the 



ifttdligence, that this beloved object^ had hem 
.snatched hvtay, by a sudden and violent death. 
The shock, the grief, that preyed upoii the boy's 
affectionate heart, while witnessing what I endured, 
proved too much for him, and led to the lingering 
decline which, after years of suffering, terminated 
his mortal existence. 

It was some months after my family bereavement, 
that, on the dawn of Patrick's day, I summoned 
Jack to sally forth, and gather shamrocks. To 
my surpnse, he declined putting one in his hat ; and 
when I rallied, remonstrated, and at last almost 
scolded him, he only repeated the gentle movemenl 
of the hand, which implied rejection, sometimes 
spelling, no, — ^no. I was puzzled at this ; especial- 
ly as a deep shade of pensiveness overcast a coun* 
tenance that always was dressed in smiles on 
Patrick's day. I was also vexed at his want ot 
sympathy, on a subject on which we had always 
agreed so well — love for dear Ireland. In the 
middle of the day, I took him out with me, and 
again tendered the shamrock : but could not per«» 
suade him to mount it higher than his bosom. 
Seeing an Irish youth pass, with the national crests 
Ipointed to him, saying, 'That good boy loves 
Ireland : bad Jack does not love it.' This touched 
him nearly : he answered sorrowfully, ' Yes, Jack 
imry much loves poor Ireland.' I shook my head, 
poiatipg to his hat; and, unable to bear the re- 



ft nm uumaL^om. 

pfoftcb, he relacuntly told me» while his ejrei 
•warn in tears, that he couid npi wear it in his hal, 

for shamrocks now grew on ^'s grave. 

I will not attempt to express what I felt, at thie 
trait of exquisite tenderness and delicacy in « poor 
peasant boy : but I told him ihat the little sham- 
rocks were far dearer to me, because they made 
that spot lodk green and lovely. He instantly 
kissed the leaves, and put them in his hat ; and 
when, after two years, I saw his own lowly ^grave 
actually covered with shamrocks, t felt that, in 
this world, I must not look for such another char 
w^ter. That child of God was xommissioned to 
cross my path, that he might shed over it that pure 
and tranquillizing light of his eminently holy and 
faai^y spirit, during th^ darkest, and most trouUed 
season of my past pilgrimage. The Lord has 
chcHce cordials to bestow, but he keeps them for 
special occasions, to strengthen the weak hands, 
and confirm the feeble knees, of his fainting people. 
Such was my experience, while the boy was with 
me, whose whole discourse, his every thought by 
day, and dream by night, was of the love and the 
powerof Jesus Christ. He saw God in every thing: 
the lightning, he called ' God's eye,'iand the rain- 
bow, * God's smile.' Two objects his soul abhorred 
— Satan, and Popery. Of Satan's power and mal* 
ice he seemed to hfive a singularly experimental 
knowledge : yet always deaciibed him as m eon* 



.qnerad foe. He once told me diat the doTil wak 
like the candie before him; and advancing his 
hand . to the fiame, suddenly withdraw it, aa if 
burnt : then, after a moment's thought, ezultingly 
added, that Qroi wcis the wind which could put 
Ae candle cut : illustrating the assertion by extin- 
.guisbing. it with a most energetic puff. I of^n 
remarked in him such a realization of the constant 
{>resence of his great enemy, as kept him per- 
petually on his guard ; and when it is remembered 
.that Jack never knew enough of language to enable 
him to read the bible, this will be felt to have been 
^ striking {»roof of divine teaching. Jack knew 
many words, but they were principally nouns — he 
jnastered substantives readily, and some of the 
most, common adjectives, with a few adverbs, but 
the pronouns I never could make him attend to ; 
the verbs he would generally, express by signs. 
Hta language was a mere skeletcm, rendered in-^ 
telligible by his looks and gestures, both of which 
.were remarkably eloquent. I have seen him trans* 
cribe from the bible or prayer-book, as he was 
very fond of the pen ; but when he has luinten* 
tionally turned over two leaves, or missed a line, 
be has not been sensible of the error: a proof 
that he wrote as he drew, merely to copy the forms 
of what he saw. He once got hold of the verse, 
."Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away 
tbii sins of the world," and asked me to explain it^ 



I ifid : «nd he would write it oat twMty timee^ 
with great delight : but still preferred the symbol 
of the red hand. It may be asked ^y I did not 
adrance him farther in language ? There was a re- 
luctance on his part which I could not surmount, 
and which he in some measure accounted for, by 
saying that he liked to talk to me, but not to others. 
He used the word ^ brother,** to explain the sen- 
sation occasioned by any effort in the way (rf ac- 
<|piiring grammatical learning, and went off to h» 
pencils with such glee, that, as he was a good deal 
employed about the house and garden, and evidendy 
drooped when much confined to sedentary occupa- 
tion, I yielded to his choice, determined to settle 
him, after a while, to his studies ; and conscious 
that he was right in the remark which he made to 
me, that his not being able to talk better kept him 
out of the way of many bad things. His sister, 
who came over to me fire months before his death, 
could not read ; consequently they had no com- 
munication but by signs ; and often have I been 
amazed to witness the strong argumentative dis- 
cussions that went forward between them on the 
grand question of religion. She looked on Jack 
as an apostate ; while his whole soul was engaged 
in earnest prayer, that she also might come out 
from her idolatrous church. 

But to resume the subject of that spiritual teach^ 
mg : knowing as I did, how ignorant the boy was 
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€i tfie lM«r of scriplmiey I beheld with aetonidi* 
flMBt the bible written, as it were on his heart and 
bnin* Not only his ideas, but his expressions, 
as far as they went, were those of scripture ; and 
none who conTcrsed with him could belieye without 
cbse investigation that he was so unacquainted 
with the written w^. When tempted to any 
tUfltg coTOtous or mercenary, he would fight 
^gumi the feeling, saying * No, no : Judas Ioto 
aaoney-— devil loves money — ^Jesus Christ not love 
nMiey — ^Jack know, money bad.' I bad of course 
bsoui^ him intimately acquainted with all the his* 
tory of our blessed Lord, but it was God who 
made the spiritual application. 

It was a sweet season when first the dumb boy 
^ffmmemorated, at the Ijord's table, that dying love 
which continually occupied his thoughts. A sea- 
son never to be forgotten. A young country* 
man of his for whom he was deeply Interested, 
had, after a long ccmfiict, renounced popery ; and 
eaniestly desired to partake with us the blessed 
oidinance. Consumption had been preying on 
Jack for many months, though he lived a year 
longer, and his pale face, and slender delicate figure, 
fosQied a touching contrast to the stout ruddy young 
soldier who knelt beside him. The latter evinced 
much emotion ; bjut there was all the serenity, all 
the smiling loveliness of a clear summer sky on 
the coootenance .of Jack. I asked him afterwards 
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how he felt at the time : his reply wfts Gbncke/ 
but how comprehensive, ' Jack knows Jesus Christ 
lore poor Jack — Jack very very much love Jesuii' 
, Christ — Jack very very very much hate devih— ' 
Go, devil !' and with a look of lofty, solemn tri- 
umph, he waved for him to depart, as one who had 
no power to molest him. There was a galaxy of 
scripture in these few words, vrith their accompany-* 
ing looks. Jesus had made himself known in the* 
breaking of bread — " We love him, because he- 
first loved us." "Get thee behind me, Satan." 
"They overcame him through the blood of the 
Lamb." "The God of all^peace shall bruise' 
Satan under your feet shortly." Jack had the' 
most clear perception of the nature and end of that 
ordinance, more so, I believe, than many who Witfr 
every advantage in the way of instruction, attend 
it from year to year. Dearly he loved the altar 
of the Lord ; and near it he is now laid to rest,' 
just beneath the eastern window of that house' 
where, indeed, he would far rather have been the 
humblest door-keeper, than have dwelt in the most 
gorgeous palaces of an ungodly world. 

I have alluded to the strength of the boy's patriot- 
ism ; this always appeared extraordinary to me. 
Of geography he had not the slightest idea, neither 
could any peculiarity of language (for the Irish i^ 
piuch spoken in his native place) or difference of 
accent, affect him. He showed not the slightest 
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mmS UBgp mM to leMTo hm oooatry; nor 4ida widi 
of cetiinuog to it ever seem to czoes hit mind. 
Yet was his love for Ireland so pervading, that it 
seemed to mis itself with all his thoughts. I have 
no doubt but that the sad contrast which his memo* 
ry |^se.nted9 of the wants, the vices, the slavish 
StttaiecUon of a priest-ridden population, to the 
e^Muforts and decencies, and spiritual freedom of 
the land where h^ could worship God according to 
hienxmacience, without fear of map, was a princi 
pal grouad of this tender compassionate love to* 
wards Ireland, and "Was the means of stirring him 
«qpt to that c<»)staDt prayer, in which. I know that 
bip eametly wrestled with GUxl, for his brethren 
according to the flesh. The language of his heart 
was» '* O that mine head were waters, and mine 
eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep day 
and night for the slain of the daughter of my peo* 
pie!" 

. I well remember finding him one morning in 
the garden, leaning on his spade, with tears trick* 
ling down his cheeks. On my approaching him 
with a look of inquiry, he took up a handful of 
earth, and showed me that it was so dry he could 
scarcely dig : then proceeded to tell me, that, be* 
cause of the drought, he feared potatoes would 
not grow well in Ireland ; and poor Irish would be 
all bone, and would be sick and die, before they had 
learned to pray to Jesus Christ. He dwelt on 

5 
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tUt for a long while ; and most patbetioafy 
treated me to pray to God for poor Ireland. All 
that day he ccmtinued very sad : and on bidding 
me good night, he gare a significant nod to ooe 
side, and joined his hands, signifying his inlentioQ 
to have a * long prayer,' as he used to call it. The 
next morning I went to the garden ; and most ve 
hemently did he beckon for me to run till I came 
to where he stood ; when, with a face flushed widi 
joy, he turned rapidly over the well-mpistetted 
earth, then stuck his spade exuUingly into h, and 
told me that he prayed a long while before he 
went to bed — ^got up soon after, to pray again— 7 
and, on returning to his little couch, slept till mom* 
ing; — ^that while Jack was asleep, God who had 
looked at his prayer, made a large cloud, and sent 
much rain ; and now potatoes, would grow, poor 
Irish would be fat and strong ; and Gtxl, who sent 
the rain, would send them bibles. He then lifted 
up ^is face to heaven, and with a look of unbound* 
ed love — so reverential, yet so sweetly confiding 
— such as I never beheld on any other countenance, 
he said, ' Good,, good Jesus Christ !' Often when 
my heart is particularly heavy, for the ^ants and 
woes of Ireland, do I recall that triumphant faith 
in which the boy pleaded tor it, day by day, for 
seven years; and it gives me comfort more solid 
than can well be imagined. 
His expression, that God looked at, or mw his 



fMnqr^, remiods me of another beautiftd Oju. diat 
he communicated to me. Obseiring that he codld 
not apeak to be heard, he made me open my 'watcb<f 
and then explained that as I, by so doing, conid 
perceive all the movements of the wheels, so, bat 
without opening it, God could discern what passed 
m his head. A servant going to fetch something 
oat of his room one night, when he was supposed 
fo have been asleep a long while, saw him at the 
low window on his knees, his joined hands raised 
Qp and his eyes fixed on the stars, with a smile of 
joy and love like nothing, she said, that ever she 
had seen or fancied* There was no light but 
from that spangled sky ; and she left him there un- 
disturbed. He told me that he liked to go to the 
window, and kneel down, that God might lo<d( 
through the stars into his head, to see how he 
loved Jesus Christ. Alas ! how few among us but 
would shrink from such a scrutiny ! 
• I once asked him a strange question, but I did 
it not lightly. He was expressing the most un- 
bounded anxiety for the salvation of every <Hie. 
He spoke with joy and delight of the angels, and 
glorified spirits : he wept for those who had died 
unreconciled through the red hand ; and urged me 
to pray very much for all alive, that they might be 
saved. When he lamented so feelingly the lost 
estate of the condemned, I ventured tO' ask him 
if he was not sorry for Satan ? In a moment his 



Ipak digged firom tiie toftiMit comfiaiiioii to iht 
most indignant seyerit^j and he replied, with greal 
ipirit, ^ No ! Devil hate Jesus Christ — ^Jack hate 
Deyil :' and went on in a strain of lofty exultation, 
in the prospect of seeing the great enemy chained 
for ever in a lake of fire. He did not excuse those 
who peridbed in unbelief and enmity : he seemed 
to mourn for them in the exact spirit of his Saviour^ 
wbO| as man, wept over the sinners whom, he nev^ 
ertheless, as God, sealed up in just condemnation^ 
When I asked him if he ever prayed for those who 
were dead, he answered, in some surprise, * No»' 
and enquired whether I^ did. I replied in th% 
negative. He said, * Good ;' and added, that the 
red hand was not put on the book after people 
were dead, but while they were on the earth, and 
praying. Yet the idea of the soul slumbering 
was to him perfectly ridiculous— he quite laughed 
at it. The day before his death, he asked, me, 
with a very sweet and composed look, what mes- 
sage I wished him to deliver to my brother, when 
be should see him : I desired him, in the same quiet 
way, to tell him that I was trying to teach his little 
boy to love Jesus Christ; and that I hoped we 
should all go to him by-and-by. Jack gave a satis* 
fied nod, and told me he would remember it. Accus* 
tomed as I was to his amazing realization of things 
unseen, I felt actually startled at such an instance 
of calrn^ sober^ considerate anticipation of a change 
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from which haman nature shrinks with disma^ . At 
the same time, it furnished me with a support under 
the trial, not to be recalled without admiring grati 
tude to Him who wrought thus wondrously. 

And oh that we were all such Protestants as Jack 
was ! Popery he regarded as the destroyer of his 
beloved country : its priestly domination, its me 
chanical devotions, were, in his mind, inseparably 
linked with the moral evils of which he had been, 
from infancy, a grieved and wondrous spectator- 
drunkenness and discord, especially. After he 
was spiritually enlightened, his view of the * myii 
tery of iniquity,' as opposed to Christ and his 
gospel, became most overpowering ! it was ever 
present to him ; and when actually dying, he gathered 
up all his failing energies into an awfully vehement 
protest against it : sternly frowning, while he de- 
nounced it as ' A LIB !* This was followed by an 
act of beautiful surrender of himself into the ' bleed- 
ing hand' of his ' One Jesus Christ,' as he loved 
to call him in contradistinction to the many saviours 
of unhappy Rome — and a pathetic entreaty to 
me, to pray, and to work for ^ Jack's Poor Ireland.' 

I will do so, God helping me ; and happy shall I 
be, if some among my readers, when the little trefoil 
spreads its green mantle in their path, will remember 
the dumb boy, and fulfil his dying wish, by seeking 
occasion to promote the cause of Jesus Christ among 
the darkened population of ^ Jack's poor Ireland.' 

6* 



CHAPTER IV 



THE HEARt's-EA8E. 



The winter of 1833-4 — ^by courtesy a winter— *v 
will long be remembered by florists, as having 
afforded them an unlooked-for feast. Its approach 
was heralded by such awful prognostications, found- 
^ like those (k old, on the flight of birds, and other 
mnens alike^infalUble and innumerable, interpreted 
by the most experienced seers — all tending to es- 
tablish the interesting fact, that an early, long-con- 
tinued winter of the keenest severity was about to 
eommence its reign over us — that we began instinc- 
tively to examine our coal-cellers, number our blank- 
ets, and canvass the merits of rival furriers. Not 
being accustomed to place implicit confidence in that 
peculiar gift called weather-wisdom, I was exposed 
to many rebukes, by my temerity in not removing 
icme tender plants, which were doomed to hope- 
less annihilation, by the aforesaid prognosticators 
if left to brave the coming season, in its unparallel- 



•d imencity. December came and we&tt leanng 
us many a bright roee-bud, intermixed with cor 
liolly-bougbs ; January laid no, very seyere finger 
on them, though some rough easterly blasts scatter* 
ed a few of Uieir opening petals ; but gave with 
the accustomed snow-drop, fair primroses, and 
fragrant violets, to laugh audacious defiance of the 
menaced blights. February blazed upon us in a 
flood of unwonted brightness, showering in our 
path such blossoms as rarely peep forth till late 
in Spring. Preparations were in forwardness for 
s^:iding northward in quest of tee ; but they were 
suspended, in the anxious hope that such an un* 
natural state of things would soon give place t« 
weather less portentous, less fraught with disap* 
pointment to the gourmand. Alas for the packeia 
of fish, and coolers of wine and congealers at 
cream ! February went smiling out, and Marcfaf 
blustering March, came laughing in, arrayed in 
such a chaplet as he had scarcely ever befora 
stolen. My garden is of moderate size, in the 
articles of sun and shade enjoying no peculiar ad# 
vantages above its neighbours ; nor enriched by a 
higher degree of cultivation ; yet within a small 
space of this garden, I counted, on the 6lh of 
March, eighteen, varieties of flowers in full beautyi 
while the fruit-trees put foith their buds in rich 
profusion, and the birds proclaimed a very different 
hUyry from that which had emanated from ikm 
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weather-office, in the prospective wisdom of tte 
tundry clerks. My mignonette, my stocks, and 
wall-flowers, and virid marigolds, had never quailed 
throughout the preceding months ; they continued 
blowing without intermission, yielding constaht 
bouquets, with scarcely a perceptable diminution 
of their beautiful abundance ; and never had I been 
disappointed when looking for the smiling features 
of my loveliest charge— the small, but magnificent 
Heart's-ease. Two roots in particular, the one 
intermixing its gold with purple, the other with 
pure white, appeared to derive fresh brilliancy 
from the season, abundantly recompensing my daily 
visits* 

• Sweet flower! Tranquillity makes its lowly 
rest upon its dark green couch ; and cheerfulness 
is l^bly written on every clear tint of its glossy 
petals. As a child, I loved that humble blossom ; 
and when childhood's happy days had long been 
flown, I loved it better than before. Yet it was 
not until within a comparatively short period that I 
found a human being altogether assimilating to it ; 
and since his transplantation to the garden of 
glorified spirits, nearly two years ago, I have pon- 
dered on the exquisite traits of his singular charac- 
ter, with a growing certainty that to me, and to 
many, he came as a warning voice to chide our 
sluggishness in that race wherein he strove, not a^ 
wicertainty, — wherein he ran. not as one that 
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beatetli the air, — whei^ein he strugj^ed with dl die 
ener^es of mindy and body, an<^ spirit, to rend 
away every weight, to overthrow every obsta^^^ 
that could hinder him in pressing on towards th^ 
marky the prize of his h%h calling in Christ 
Jesus. 

Many will recognize, even in such hrief sketch 
as I can give, the friend who lived in their hearts* 
deepest recesses. It was his to be understood and 
appreciated, in an extraordinary degree, by all wh^ 
surrounded him ; and though his death drew tears 
of poignant grief from every on» who had known 
him, yet such had been his life, that we felt i| 
almost criminal to mourn his entrance into immor* 
tality. 

'' To him that 6vei>cometb,'' the promises are 
given, and what is it that man chiefly has to overr 
come-? Self, unquestionably. The world, the 
flesh, and the devil, are powerful enemies, but only 
through the medium of self can they assail us. 

D knew this, and his whde conduct was one 

beautiful, consistent evidence of a successful con- 
test vrith the selfish principle, so that, in all pertain- 
ing to outward things, he lived for others, but al- 
ways to the glory of God. Engaged in profession- 
al occupation, which only gave him the early 
morning, an hour at mid-day, and the evening, for 
his own disposal, he invariably devoted the lat- 
ter to the service of others, yet found no lack of 
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time for abundant reading, meditation, and secret 

prayer. 

On one occasion, when I admired the expertness 
with which he kindled a fire that had gone out, lie 
said, * It is practice ; I always light my own fire.* 

'Why not employ the woman who attends your 
chambers ?' 

* For two reasons ; I want it much earlier than 
she could conveniently come; and my thoughts 
flow on more evenly, when unbroken by the sight 
or the sound of another.' 

The time that he thus redeemed from slumber, 
was exclusively devoted to the nourishment of his 
own soul. He frequently recommended the practice 
to others ; enforcing it by the striking remark of 
Newton, that if the sack l^e filled at once with 
wheat, there will be no room for chaff. * I fill my 
sack as early and as full as I can, at the footstool 

of the Lord,' said D * or the devil would get in a 

bushel of chaff before breakfast.' Three hours at 
least were thus devoted, in the stillness of his 
chamber; and then, after a frugal repast, he sal- 
lied forth— so fresh, so cheerful, so full of bright 
and energetic life, that it wa^ even as a beam of 
sunshine when he crossed our early path, with his 
joyous smile. Yes, he did then resemble the 
flower, vigorous from its bath of mornings dew, 
spreading its fairest tints to the returning beam 
and breathing pure fragrance around it 
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The mid-day hiRur was deroted to a wMi at 
frugal as his breakfast. * Those late dinners,' he 
once saidy * aite thieves. They steal away one's 
time, and energy, and usefylness. I am naturally- 
luxurious ; and should be the laziest dog on earth, 
if I treated myself to a full meal at that hour.' Ac • 
cordingly, when otheiflp'epairedtothe dinner table, 

D was on foot for scnne expedition fraught 

with* usefulness; most happy when, on those 
OTenings devoted to public worship^ he could win. 
some thoughtless youth to sit with him, beneath 
the ministry of his beloved pastor-*the pastor 
who had for five years been building him up on 
his most holy faith, while he himself drew many 

rich streams of spiritual thought from D , in 

die intercourse of that friendship which linked 
them in the closest brotherhood. Very lovely and 
pleasant were those kindred spirits in their lives, 
and in death they were scarcely divided. A few 
months only intervened, ere Howels followed his 
beloved companion,, to join in his new song before 
the throne of the Lamb. 

In his perpetual renunciation of self, there wan 
a singular judgment, a striking discrimination in 
D— — 's method of laying himself out for tiie 
benefit of others. To please was his delight ; but 
never did he lose sight of that neglected rule of 
** pleasnig his neighbour to edification ." His spirits 
were light, and his temper joyous in the extrescie. 
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Tke frank cordiality of bis address hotB dowaall 
the firost*work of hearts, even the most unlike fais 
awti. His manly sense won the respect of many- 
who were blind to the more spiritual gifts ; and 
frequently did it pioneer his way, with such chap* 
aeters, when bringing forward^-as he invariably 
did — the grand topic of chriHian faith and practice. 
Assuredly God gave him this fiivor in the sight of 
men, to render his short, but bright career more 
extensively useful. 

And where, does my reader think, where* idi4 
D ■ ■, thus accomplished, thus fitted to sbine^ and 
to captivate, to win, and convince — ^^specially love 
to exercise his gifts for his dear Master's glory ? 
Those who know n(^ the metropolis of England 
cannot estimate the force of my reply In the 
dark recesses of St. Giles'. TotaHy unconnected 
with Ireland, never having even beheld her green 
shores, he devoted himself to the cause of her out- 
cast children, with a zeal and a fervency, and a per- 
severance, that I never understood until I saw 
some of those poor creatures looking down into his 
open grave. Then I comprehended how God had 
put it into his heart so to work, while yet it is 
called to-day, as the night was suddenly to close 
apon the scene of his mortality,, when he should 
work no longer. 

It is oAe characteristic of the heartVease^ to 
spring up is comers whei^ no odier flower, per* 
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fcapSy is foand: to plant its flexile roots among 
heaps of rub^ sh ; to peep out from tufts of grass, 
and even to spread its little lovely coat of many 
colours on the walk of stony grarel. We wonder 
-to see it there; but never wish it away. And 
thus, go where you would, into the haunts of utter 
destitution, of lowest debasement of most hardened 
depravity, there, ever engaged in his work of 

mercy, you were likely to meet D . Those 

natural characteristics of which I have spoken, 
more particularly the frank hilarity of his address, 
endeared him to the open-hearted Irish; and he 
hailed their evident partiality as a token that the 
Lord had willed him to work in that most desolate 

comer of His vineyard. But D did nothing 

by fits and starts : all was, with him first planned, 
then executed ; and what, he once undertook, in the 
spirit of faith and of prayer, he never abandoned. 
In one of the streets of that wretched district is 
a blessed institution, known by the name of St. 
Giles' Irish Free Schools. Such a collection of 
little, ragged, dirty, squalid beings as assemble in 
it, can hardly be paralleled in London : and here, 
on the very top of the unseemly heap, did this 
spiritual heart's-ease plant himself. No ! here the 
Lord planted him, and here he delighted to abide* 
From sabbath to sabbath he was found at his post, 
directing, cpntroling, encouraging, leading the ex- 
ercise of prayer and praise, as one whose soul 
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JMB «iiga06d in wmfttUng with God, for the wfl4 
and waywaid creatures around him. I am not 
writing fiction : many a tear will bear witness that 
I am not, when this page meets the eye of those 
who laboured with him. Have we not seen the 
•Qule of triumphant anticipation, against hope be- 
lievijig in hope> while, with one hand resting on a 
■lender pillar, and his eye taking in the whole 
group, he led the children in their favourite hynm — 

* Jetusdiali reign where'er the lun/ &c. 

Oh ! how did his tender and compassionate heart 
yearn over those little perishing creatures ! How 
ardently did he, on their behalf, supplicate for that 
display o[ healing power under which 

* The wetxy find eternal rest. 
And all the 0ont of want are blest.' 

That school was the dearest object of D *b 

solicitude ; it flourished under his hand — it drooped 
at his departure ; it is struggling on, in a precarious 

existence now ; for who like D can plead and 

work for it. 

In the month of April, 1832, a dreadful fever 
was raging in our unhappy Irish district ;* and 
many perished, for want of attentions which it was 
impossible to procure. Much was done by com- 
passionate Christians, but few suspected the ex* 
tent to which D ■ carried his self-devotion. It 
was a time of much professional business, and he 
eoQld rarely leave his desk until late in the evening : 
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when — ^at mi<}iiight — he has gone to tiie dying 
poor, in the cellars of St. Giles', with such supplies 
as he could collect; and fed them, and prayed 
with them, and smoothed down their wretched 
couches of straw and rags. Unable to meet the 
demands on his bounty, he nearly starred himself, 
to hoard up every possible supply for his famish- 
ing nurslings. The last time that he visited me, I 
inquired concerning a poor Irish family for whom I 
was interested. 

* They are all in the fever,' replied D, * one sweet 
little boy lying dead ; the father will follow next.' 

* But if all are ill, who nurses them T 

* Don't be uneasy ; the Lord careth for the poor. 
By his grace I nurse them when I can. Last 
night I took a supply of arrow-root, and fed them 
all round ; not one was able to lift a spoon— parents 
and children helpless alike.' 

I trembled, well knowing the extreme peril to 
tf^hich he must be exposed; but he turned the 
discourse to the evident opening of the father^ 
mind, and the happy confidence which be felt con- 
cerning the dead child : expatiating on the glories 
of heaven, as one whose heart was already there. 
Twenty-one days afterwards the three survivors 
of that family, so tenderly nursed, crawled out to 
see their benefactor buried. He had closed the 
eyes of the father, who departed, rejoicing in the 
full assurance of that hope which D. had first set 
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before him ; and then he sunk under the feyer, and 
died of it. 

I saw him in his coffin : he was withered and 
changed by the devastating violence of that malig- 
nant fever — changed as completely, almost as 
rapidly, as the flower :]^hose petals are defaced, and 
marred, and rolled together, never more to expand. 
Yet amidst all, there lingered an expression belong- 
ing not to the children of this world. It spoke a 
/conflict, but it also told of a victory, such as man un 
assisted can never achieve. I knew not until after 
wards, what words had expressed the dying expe 
rience of that glorified saint. At the very last, at 
the threshold of immortality, he had slowly and 
solemnly uttered them : — * Mighty power of Christ ! 
to give a poor sinner the victory even in death !' 

Yes; though death had laid upon him a hand 
that might not be resisted, though every mortal 
energy was prostrated, and icy chains fast wrapped 
around his sufieriug body, — ^though crushed into 
the dust, and speedily to crumble beneath it, he 
grasped the victory, he felt it in his grasp ; and 
the glorious truth which in its height, and length, 
and depth, and breadth, he had appeared remarkably 
to realize in his life-time, shed splendour unutterable 
on his dying hour. — " Nevertheless I live ; yet not 
I, but Christ liveth in me." 

With D y religion was altogether a sub- 
stance * nothing shadowy, nothing theoretical OT 
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speculatire had any place in him. He coveted 
clear viewsy that by them he might lay hold on 
right principles; not to gather their flowers in a 
sliowy bouquet/ but to get their deepest roots fast 
planted in his soul. .1 never saw one, who seemed 
so totally to forget the things which were behind, 
while reaching forth to those which were before. 
The only subject on which I ever knew him to ex 
press impatience, was the slowness, as he consider- 
ed it, of his growth in grace. Of this he spoke 
even bitterly : -often taxing me with indifference to 
his spiritual welfare, because I did not urge him on- 
ward, when, perhaps, I was contemplating with 
secret dismay, the immeasurable distance at which 
he left us all in the race. ' If you make no better 
progress than I do,' he once said, ' it is an awful 
sign of a sluggish spirit. Yet proceed warily — 
make sure of every step; for many in this day 
are running fast and far, they know not whither.* 
The shining heart's-ease will continue to expand 

throughout the year : the memory of D will 

be written on every successive blossom: and I 
cannot promise that in some future month, if God 
spares me, I may not resume the subject of this 
chapter. When gayer flowers have enjoyed their 
summer day, our hcart's-ease will survive many 
painted wrecks : and then it may come forth again, 
to speak of one who never spoke to me but for the 
glory of his God, and the spiritual welfare of his 

6* 
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friend: who dearly loved to follow Uie wondex 
working band of creative power in its glorious dis 
plays throughout the visible world, and to trace the 
beautiful analogy subsisting between the providen- 
tial government without, and the rule of grace 
within us. He understood the privilege of giv* 
ing, as it were, a tongue to every object, that all 
might unite in one harmonious song of praise. 
This formed a conspicuous tie among the many 

that appeared to bind the spirit of D with that 

of my dumb boy, in such perfect fellowship ; per • 
feet indeed beyond what poor mortality may con 
ceive. 



CHAPTER V. 



THE HAWTHORN. 



Ths changeableness of earthly thiogs has been 
always a favourite and a fruitful theme, alike with 
the worldly moralist and the more spiritual in- 
structor. The mutations of vegetable life, in par- 
ticular, appear to have presented an obvious lesson, 
known and read of all men. The pagan Homer 
could tell us — 

like leaves on trees the race of man is foond. 
Now green in 7011th, now withering on the grooad. 

Holy scripture abounds with sublime and touch- 
ing allusions to the same affecting memento of 
life's transitory bloom. Who has not felt the 
thrilling power of tliose words, so appropriately 
introduced in our funeral service, — " Man that is 
bom of a woman is of few days, and full of trdu« 
ble ; he comethfarth and is cut down like a flower " 
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The pride of mj little stand, last winter, was a 
white Camelia Japonica, gracefully towering aboYe 
its companions, terminating in one of the richest 
floral gems that I ever beheld. Summoning, one 
day, some young friends to admire it, 1 was start- 
led to find the stalk bare; and, looking down, I 
saw the petals, not scattered about, but fallen into a 
half-empty flower-pot, upon the lowest round, where 
they laid in such a snowy mass of death-like 
beauty, as perfectly embodied that vague idea— > 
the corpse of a flower. 

Yet, in general, the evanescence of these briglu 
and beautiful creations afiects me far. less thar 
their tmchangeableness. Individually, the florets 
may perish in a day; but succeeding families 
appear, formed and pencilled, and tinted with such 
undeviating fidelity, as to bewilder the imagina«> 
tion ; leading it back, step by 8tep,ihroiigh seasons 
that have been crowned with the same unfailing 
wreaths. TKe flowers of this year come not to 
me as strangers, never seen before ; I can select 
and group the different species, as of old, and gaze 
upon them with the eye and the heart of delighted 
welcome : for surely these are loved companions, 
revisiting my home, to awaken recollections of 
the many hours that we have passed together- 
hours of joy, rendered more joyous by their Mad- 
dening smiles ; hours of sorrow^ whrnii in 
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sympathy, tbey seemed to droop and to die, because 
my spirit was wounded, and oiy visions of worldfy 
bliss fading into hopeless gloooi. 

May bears oaany flowers ; but that to which it 
gives its own bright name — the simple blossom of 
the common hawthorn — is the flower that I take 
to my bosom, and wkter with my tears ; and would 
fain bid it linger through every changeful seasoh* 
I cannot even remember the date of the identifica- 
tion which invests this blossom with a character of 
such fond and sacred endearment: it is coeval 
with my early infa^ncy. The month of May gave 
me a beautiful little brother, when I was myself 
yet but a babe : and it was natural that a thing so 
sweet, and soft, and fair, should be compared to 
the lovely bud which usually shed its first fra- 
grance about the very day of his birth, in the mid- 
dle of the month. I have no earlier recollection, 
nor any more vivid, than that of standing with 
my sweet companion under the hedge-row, to us 
of inaccessible height, eagerly watching the move- 
ment of our father's arm, while he bent the lofty 
branches downward, that we might with our own 
hands gather the pearly clusters selected to adorn 
oar little flower jars. A bough of larger dimen- 
sions was selected, and carefully severed with his 
pocket-knife, to overspread the hearth, where, 
planted in a vase, it completely hid the parlour 
grate, delighting us with its beauty ; which we then. 
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terily beliered to be bestowed for the express pur* 
pose of honouring our domestic /efe. 

Years rolled over us : to others they were years 
of mingled cloud and sunshine, but to us they 
brought no sorrow, for we were not parted 
Sheltered in the house of our birth, never trans- 
planted to unlearn in other habitations the sweet 
lesson of mutual love and confidence, the early 
link was not broken ; other companionship was 
unsought, undesired. Early associations lost none 
of their endearing power; and the hawthorn 
hedge, perfectly accessible to the tall lad and 
active lass, was visited by them as punctually on 
th9 morning of their ple^antest annLrsary. as it 
had been by the lisping babes of three or four 
^ort summers. 

I never went alone to gather the May-blossoms, 
until my companion had crossed the sea, and 
drawn the sword in the battle-fields. I did indeed 
then go there alone, for this world contained not 
one who could supply his place to me ; and be- 
yond this world I had not learned to look^^ I was 
solitary, in the fullest sense of the word, and very 
sad at heart; but deeply imbued with the s^me 
chivalrous spirit which had led my brother from 
his happy home, to scenes of deadly strife ; I 
strove, by the false glare of imagined glory— that 
glory which is indeed as a flower of the field — to 
dazzle my tearful eyes. I intermixed my haw 



• 
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thom blostom with boa j^ of lauiel, and soothtd 
my agitaled feelings with the dreams of martial le- 
Down : yet, eyen then, the Toice had spoken to my 
inmost soul, that vanity of Tanities was written on 
the best of my choice things. I felt, but under- 
stood not, and stifled the whisper; and when 
again the sunburnt soldier, smiling at my pertina- 
cious adherence to the childish conmiemoration, 
playfully shower^ the May-blossoms on my head, 
I felt as though my home was certainly on earth, 
and my dwelling-place should abide there for ever. 

But my heavenly Father had other views fox 
me, and I was put to school. Very hard to a 
proud heart and carnal mind was the lesson that I 
had to learn ; but my Teacher was omnipotent, he 
subdued my will, and brought me— poor blind 
rebel ! by a way which I knew not. Upon the 
darkness that overshadowed my painful path he 
poured light, and opened to my eyes the gates of 
life and immortality. Then I went on my way 
rejoicing ; but one thing was wanting^ and that one 
of the dearest of all created things. I was alone : 
the beloved companion of infancy and childhood 
was far away under a foreign sky; earthly ties 
multiplying around him, and not a voice to proclaim 
the solemn admonitiqn, ^ This is not your rest : it 
is polluted.' 

Sweet blossoms of May! year after year I 
marked them unfolding, and every opening bi«4 
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lold me a tale of hope and confidence. Returning 
still in their appointed season, they were nevcx 
sought in vain. Why ? " For that He is strong in 
power, not one faileth." Day and night, summer* 
and winter, seedtime and*harvest, came and went.- 
Their quiet rotation none might interrupt: they 
were ordained as tokens of a covenant between- 
God the creator and his creature man; and this^ 
again was the tyipe of a better covenant between 
God the Redeemer and his ransomed family. I 
had no express promise that such or such a sott> 
should be saved at my request : but I had in my* 
self a token for good ; — the spirit of earnest, per- 
severing, importunate prayer, for one who was to 
me as a second self. I had waited and prayed 
through eight successive years,— stiD reading upon 
the simple hawthorn Sower, an admonition to 
pray and to wait, — ^before a gleam of actual glad<* 
ness broke upon me. On the ninth anniversary, 
from the period whence I ventured to date my 
own deliverance from spiritual darkness, I was 
privileged to deck my brother's hearth with the 
snowy flower ; and while his little ones aided in 
the task, T could send up a secret thanksgiving, 
that at length the means of grace were vouchsafed 
— at length the glorious gospel was weekly pro- 
claimed to him.; and while I numbered the buds, 
I numbered the promises too : for that He is strong 
in power, not one had yet failed. 



Tbft daj leuimed— -it was a lale cold ifiriBg mi 
oidy a few half->qpened blossoms rewarded my 
anxious search. I was well-pleased, for the tree 
furnished a type of him for whom my soul wres- 
tled hourly with my God. There were graces ia 
the budy giving promise, but as yet no more : lying 
opbcealedy too, except from the watchful eye of 
solicitous love. I placed the little i^ound pearly 
things^ hardly peeping from their green inclosures, 
upon his study table ; mentally anticipating a iac 
richer developement both of flowers and Christian 
graces, when another year should have passed 
away. It did pass, and a brilliant season brought 
the next May flowers to early perfection ; whether 
the type held good, I know not — ^he was far from 
me — ^bttt never can I forget the eagerness of sup 
plication into which my spirit was wrought at that 
period. I had no assignable reason for it ; yet I 
called on friends to make continual intercession on 
his behalf. I thought it long to wait, and impa- 
tiently asked, How often shall the returning sea« 
sons speak only of hope 1 When shall they bid me 
rejoice ? 

'' My thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are 
your ways my ways, saith the Lord.'' I have pon- 
dered on those words, when I saw the glory of 
creation withering, and its loveliness fading away 
health the first chills of winter. I have dwelt 
more deeply upon them, when my best purposes 

7 
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wwe erofsedy my fairest anticipatioiM l>ligtead,aiid 
my attempts at usefuleess repelled by onforseen, 
iasurmountable obstacles. But if ever those words 
sank with abiding power into my heart, it was 
when I went to gather a solitary blossom of May, 
and hid in the folds of my sable weeds, while im- 
agination travelled to the distant spot where the 
wind was scattering such tiny petals over a grave, 
which man's thoughts would call most untimely : 
— ^a grave dug where the grass had scarcely re^ 
covered from the pressure of his firm, yet buojiant 
step : — a grave, into which he went down, without 
a moment's warning : yes, as a flower of the field, 
so he flourished. In the morning he was as bright, 
as beautiful, as joyous, as any creature basking in 
the light of that summer day, — in the evening he 
was cut down and withered. He around whom tlie 
deadliest weapons of war had often flashed in vain, 
yrho had seen a thousand fall beside him, while not 
a hair of his head was touched — ^who had encoun- 
tered storm and shipwreck, pestilence and famine, 
and attnost every description of peril, with perfect 
ioomunity from all that overwhelmed others,— he 
was reserved to die in the midst of life, and heaUh, 
and peace, and sunshine, and prosperity. 

" As the heavens are higher than the earth, so 
are my ways higher than your ways, and tny 
thoughts than your iboughts." It is the Christiaa's 
nrivilege no less than his duty, to walk by faith aHMi 
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fioe by sight, and this we readily adiDit>; burkC the 
lesson be brought home to our bosomSy and what 
wretched learners are we ! We sow the grain, anii 
ftdly expect to reap our fields in the appointed* 
weeks of harrest : ask the natural man whence hitf 
confident anticipation of such an issue to his has 
bandry~he will tell you that he trusts to nature, 
because her operations are uniform, and have neyer, 
ia the ordinary course of eyents, been known to 
£iil. Are those two immutable things, the promisis 
and: the oath of Him who is the Author of nature; 
less tru8t*worthy than April showers, and sunmier 
bean[)s? Alas! we must answer in the affirmative, 
if we square our words to our thoughts and actions ; 
for ^notwithstanding the unutterably rich profusi<Mi 
of promises studding the whole book of God, as 
thickly as the stars bestud the evening sky, we 
Inring our unbelief in desperate resistance to die 
fulfiiinent of our prayer, mentally . crying^ Let 
Him hasten his work that we may ssb it. Except 
I see, I will not believe. Had I been left, to tUs 
lay, in the ignorance of the spiritual state of that 
dear brother—as I was, until long after his depar- 
ture^ — I could not sorrow as one without hope, 
remembering the many encouragemeyits given to 
persevere even unto the end, after the example of 
the Canaanitish woman ; but tbe trial, though se<^ 
vet«, was not long ; and solid grounds were afford 
#d c^ a delightful assurance, that even in the u^t 



«f mmu &ai work was begun in liia^ wkiob God 
Mfor comoMmoeB to leave unfimshed; th«i|^ 
ioiaetimes drawing a veil, and from its dwcurilj 
tmathing into our souls the memorable word, 
^ Only believe and thou shalt see the glory of 
(Jod.^ 

I oould mmrmur that the hawthorn blossom has 
das year unfolded prematurely beneath the unwoiK 
led softness of the season ; Init ever wela>me be 
Ike endeared type ! shall we quarrel with the r^* 
pidtty of Ood's mercies, and lament the untimely 
pscfecttng of a glorified spirit ? If the flowers be 
withered, the fruit will tell that they have verily 
bkNHnedy and left an endearing record of thenr 
onstenee ; but some lingering blossom I shall find 
lo speak of what needs no memento. It was enoe 
asy lot to pass a spring in a distant country, so 
Ueak and barren that, throughout the whole terri- 
lory, only one attempt at cultivating the hawthorn 
bad succeeded, and that consisted of a few yards 
of hedging close to my abode. How sweet was 
the smile with which its white flowers seemed to 
look out upon the poor stranger, speaking not merely 
of home, but of all that had made h<»ne pleasant 
to my happy childhood ! The colonists prised 
their hawthorn hedge, and pomted it out with pride, 
to their curious children, descanting on the beauties 
of English landscape ; but who among them coidd 
knre it as I did ? 



The cbaiacter of him who fomui the Mk|eel 
of these remiiuscences, was in perfect dnisoii with 
the flower* He was ungakrly beautiful in persoiy 
in temper most joyous^ and of a disposition thst 
diffbsed snnshine around him. The most superfi- 
cial observer could not pass him by unremarked ; 
the deepest investigator found abundance to r^wy 
his close inq>ecti<Hi. Many a delicate trait invited 
the latter ; while the former could not but lecof- 
aize a unicm of attractiveness and worth not often 
meeting in one individual. To me he was a fence 
as pleasant and as precious as Jonah's gonxd, 
sheltering me from the vehement wind. But 
though so many sad thoughts are now written oa 
the fair blossom of May, it likewise presents a 
sacred Eben-ezer of unnumbered mercies, which 
have followed me all the days of my life ; and 
which follow me yet, as surely as the leaves re* 
appear to clothe the stems that winter had de* 
iiuded. " For that he is strong in power not on^ 
faileth,'' 

And here I had intended to close this paper, but 
I oennot. A circumstance most unexpected has 
eccurred, even while I was in the very act of pre*, 
pwnng to send these pages to the press ; and I 
must not withhold the ascription of praise to Him 
who now, at the end of , several years, has given 
me to see a cluster of fruit from the sweet blos- 
som of Christian promise, that seemed^so sudden* 
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Ijr lo ftll and ^e. I was yet pondering with tear^* 
fcl eyes on th» poor record of departed gladness, 
wlten a letter reached me from one who labours in 
fais Master's cause among the dehided people of 
Ireland. He asked me to plead for an estimable 
iociety, established in the diocese pf Tuam, for 
file education of poor children; and subjoins *on9 
0f our best schools was instituted by your late la- 
mented brother.* Now, to the glory of God*s grace 
^e it .spoken, He never yet left me without some to- 
ken for good, when my mind had been strongly exer- 
eised on the glorious subject of his faithfulness and 
fruth. I had even questioned whether it would be 
expedient to send forth this stoiy of hopes and 
prayers, where many might doubt whether they 
had been fulfilled : and I do not envy the faith or 
the feeling of that person who should chide me, 
for recognizing in this case a distinct message of 
encouragement from Him whom I have dared to 

*TUSt. 

I knew long since that my dear brother, shortly 
before his death had discovered a little hedge- 
school in a remote part of that country, which he 
only visited to find a grave beneath its sod. I 
knew that he had compassionated its destitute case, 
and obtained for the children a small supply of re- 
ligious books : but I never knew, never suspected, 
that the Lord had put such honour upon his work, 

to bid it grow up into an important establishment 



ifl truly f^iritud instnictioiiy and to stand foith among 
a little cluster, appointed to shed abroad the'light ot 
life and immortality over those regions of darkness 
imd the shadow of death. I cannot communi* 
cate to my readers my own peculiar feelings, but 
fain would I speak of hope and joy, to those who 
go in heayiness fcnr souls not yet brought under the 
power of divine truth ; Uin would I urge them 
always to pray, and never to faint ; fain would I per- 
suade them, when looking abroad on the bursting 
buds, the unfolding leaves, the embryo fruits of 
]Cay» to read on every petal, every pod, the 80ttl« 
d^ering invitation, *^ Lift up your eyes on higl^ 
and behdd ! who hath created these things, thai 
bdngeth cmt their host by number^ he calteth 
theai all by names, by the greatness of bis might,, 
for tliat he is stn»g in poweri ** mot omb failbth." 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE WHITE R08E«. 



Brilliant month of June ! What an accwmiila 
tion of treasures are scattered over the face oi the 
florist's d(Hnain by thy liberal hand. Or ratb^y 
since those figurative expressions steal away the 
ascriptions of praise from him to whom they 
should ever ascend, and scatter them among the 
clouds of pagan imaginations, rather let me tey, 
how richly has the Lord our God dealt forth his 
unmerited bounties ; on how many fair pages, of 
ever-varying beauty and grace, has he written the 
story of- his compassionate love to man — ^the me-, 
morial of that blessedness which they alone enjoy 
who seek his face. That the flower-garden is a 
type, the most cursory glance ought to convince tn 
— the outline cannot ae mistaken, by one .who con 
aiders it with that reference to spiritual things 
which the Christian should not — cannot lose sight 
of: but there i8» in the ample detail of all its deli* 
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cate fiBingHip, nich a perfect awrespondenee, that 
the more we study it, the fuller will be our appre- 
ciation of that expressive promise to the churchy 
" Thou shalt be like a watered garden.'* 

Watered by the soft dews and cooling rain of 
spring, we have seen the plants arise from their 
lark chambers, and shake off the dust, and unfold 
heir bright bosoi]^ to the sun. Always to the 
*un. Called into existence by his viYifying power, 
ind ripened in its pod by his steady rays, the seed, 
n its earliest state and most shrouded form, was 
"iMigbtber his work. It never would have been, 
'iidcpendent of his influence, and under that influ- 
tnce it was preserved, until, having been placed 
whens it should become fruitful, the germinating 
process had brought it forth into open day — no 
longer 9 seed, but a plant. And when its beauti- 
ful ganrents are put on, when it stands so clothed 
that Sokmon in all his glory could not compare 
with it, v^fcat does the flower, in this watered gar- 
den ? It turns to him whose creative power and 
preserving care have led it to its new state of 
being — ^it (urns to bask in the full glow of trans- 
forming LOVE ; it looks upward ; and upward it 
sends that rich fragrance which never dwelt in the 
briginal seed, or in the mass of polluted earth 
where its first habitation was fixed; a fragrance 
that belongs only to its expanded state. Thomson 
has very ek|pntly expressed this : 
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* Soft foB ]rou»]iH»BMf iMrbn, and fhiilf, aad fiowtMb 

In miofled doods to him wboM fan ezalt0» 

Whoae hreath perfumet 70a, tnd whose pencil punts.' 

ji ■ 

M 

Yet Thomson only saw with the perception of taste, 
and by the exercise of nataral reason argued from 
the things that are seen to the invisible First Cause. 
Alas ! that many who have been deeply taught of 
the Holy Spirit to view all in Christ, and Christ in 
all, should often come so very far short of even 
this ascription, when looking upon their watered 
gardens of perishing flowers ! 

I am shamed by every weed that grows, when I 
bring myself to this test — when I compare the dili- 
gence with which each tiny blossom seeks the 
beams of the summer sun, with my sad unheedful 
nesif in striving to catch the far brighter beams of 
that eternal Sun, without whose life-giving light 
my soul cannot be sustained. The favourite 
edging of my flower-beds is singularly eloquent 
on this point. Heart's-ease composes it; and 
while the border that faces the south exhibits its 
beautiful little flowers on short stems, basking tran 
quilly in the ray, displaying a broad uniform sheet 
of gold, and silver, and purple, — ^the strips that run 
from south to north ; appear as with their heads 
turned, by an efibrt, out of the natural posture, 
that they too may gaze, and shine. To complete 
the picture, where a little hedge throws its shad^' 
dow over another bank of my heartsease, I see 



themiing on steins, thrice tbe length of 
^posite neighbours', perfectly erect, and stretching 
upwards as if to OTcrtop the barrier, that they 
too may rejoice in the sunshine which gladdens 
the earth. 

Beautiful at all times, when are flowers most 
beautiful? To this question each will reply, ac 
cording to his peculiar tastes and preferences. 
For myself, I must declare that they never lo<^ so 
lovely in my sight, as when "brought to wither 
gently on the bed of death. 

It was in the land of warm deep feelings — the 
country which I must needs be continually bringing 
before my readers, if my hand be prompted by 
tbe abundance of my heart — It was in Ireland, 
that I made this discovery. It was well known 
how revolting are the scenes of riot and debauche- 
ry usually presented at an Irish wake : the very 
name is an abhorrence to those who comprehend 
its character, as practised in the south of Ireland, 
among the Roman Catholic population. Tet a 
wake, kepi by some humble Roman Catholics in 
the South of Ireland, is one of the spectacles to 
which my memory often reverts, with delight ; as- 
sociating with it all that is most touchingly lovely 
in the world of flowers. 

The boy was not two years old, who lay stretch- 
ed on a little couch, over which the hand of affec 
lion had festooned a drapery of delicate white 



motliii, oonfined here and th^re wilh bows «f. 
white MtiD ribbondy while a dress of the same nuk 
teiials enfolded the corpse : his little cap just As^ 
ding the soft bright locks that aloae varied the 
snow-like appearance of the whole object, until 
the last finish was given to the careful arrange- 
ment» by disposing small bunches of delicate 
flowers, and young green leaves upon the pillow, 
the coverlet, and the surrounding drapery. Thf 
child was very beautiful when living ; in deaths 
surpassingly so. If real grandeur is any where 
on earth to be found, it dwells on the broad open 
brow of infantine beauty, ere the conciousness of 
wilful sin has marred its native majesty. Often 
have I quailed before the steadfast gaze of a very 
young child ; almost forgetting that the little crea* 
ture, who looked so bold in comparative innocence, 
was already a condemned sinner: — ^that, though 
of such is the kingdom of heaven, it is only by 
the atoning blood of the cross that a being so 
polluted can enter there* But infancy in death — 
infancy snatched from an evil world, ere the taint 
can overspread its unfolding mind — ^infancy re* 
deemed, and rescued, and exalted to behold always 
the face of God in heaven — ^is indeed a glorious 
spectacle. Where is the Christian parent, whose 
bitterest tears have been unmixed with the sweet 
ness of assured hope, when contemplating tlie her 
veavment of a babe, not lost, but gone before ?— ^ 



TitB "msvn ito». 85^ 

gione to-HiH wliose compassionate bosom is erer • 
open to receive his lambs ; his hand always extend 
edtO'^pethe tear-drops — the few and transient 
tear-drops of infancy — ^forever from their eyes. 

'But I must return to the Irish baby, who lay in 
state, not after the fashion of this world's great ones, . 
but to indulge tlie fond and superstitious feelings 
of his family : three generations of whom had as- 
sisted to adorn- him for this customary display. 
Grhmcing around me, I beheld with sarprise four 
laetge candles burning, though scarcely yisible in 
the glowing sunbeams that fell upon them from a 
western window. Behind these superfluous lights, 
a large crucifix was fastened to the wall, termina- 
ting in a. bowl well filled with holy water. On a 
tabte, together with the good cheer inseparable 
from a wake, were displayed other symbols of a - 
worship clearly idolatrous : while whispered invo- 
cations, addressed to the helpless mediators on 
whom the church of Rome instructs her deluded 
people to call, completed a scene that filled my . 
heart with sadness when I looked upon the living, 
and my soul with rejoicing, as again I turned to 
contemplate the dead. i 

It is impossible to describe the force of the con- 
trast. The paraphernalia of a worship at once 
sensual and senseless, mingled with the gross ali-. 
ment of the body, with the coarse luxuries of to- 
bacco, and snuff, bottles of whiskey and jugs of 

8 
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beer, all oonAised in the red, smoky atmiM^iMM 
of dim candles : these were on my left hand. I 
turned to the right, and beheld the fair casket of a 
jewel lately rescued fn»n the ertl grasp-^the cak» 
and majestic countenance of a creature, Qrigiaalljr 
formed in the image of God, and by the sacrifice 
of God's dear Son, made near once m<Mre, and for 
ever. Oyer this beautiful object stole the purest 
beams of a setting sun, bathing it in soft brilliafr> 
cy ; vrbile the flowers, the innocent smiling flow- 
ers that reposed aboye, and beside, and around Imii 
— ^not in profusion, but at such intervals as gave the 
full effect to each individual blossom — these appear* 
ed to claim, as their sweet companion, the little body 
so like themselves, in its short, sunshiny existence^ 
its peaceful decay, its future uprising from th6 
dust of the earth, to light, and life, and glory. 

Happy spirit ! Like a bird out of the snare of 
the fowler, he had escaped the chains that supersti- 
tion was forging to hold him back from Grod. 
Before that idol crucifix he had never bent ; to the 
water beneath it he had never looked for sanctify- 
ing influences. He had not dishonoured the most 
high God his Saviour, by giving glory to other 
names : nor had he sought unto man for the par- 
don which cometh from God alone. Too young to 
sin *^ after the similitude of Adam's transgression^ 
by voluntary disobedience, he was by natural inher- 
itance an heir of wrath, an alien from Grod : too 
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I looked on htm, was the assurance, that the blood 
shed as a propitiation for the sins of the whole 
world, embraced his case, and opened to him the 
faearenly kingdom. My mind was engrossed by 
the deep and clear argument of the apostle, in 
the fifth diapter of the epistle to the Romans, 
which to me brings perfect conviction as to the 
eternal safety of all who die in infancy. Like 
the early dew, they just visit our earth, and once 
brought within the influence oi the Sun of right* 
•ouwiess, ^they sparkle, are exhaled, and go to 
heaven/ 

There are many flowers that speak to me of 
early happy death. The lily of the valley is one : 
but the fairest is the white moss-rose. I have 
never yet attached it to any individual character : 
but behold in its faint blush, scarcely perceptible, 
tbe last delicate hue of animation quietly fading 
from a young face where the pulse throb no longer. 
The usual plan, as I have seen it adopted among 
the poor Irish, is to lay out the body of the dead 
on an elevated couch, or table, in the corner of 
a room.; one wall forming the head, another the 
Mde, of the temporary bed. Against these walls 
they suspended a white sheet, pinning bouquets 
here and there ; and' as the flowers begin to drop, 
bending their heads downward, it requires no very 
gceat power of imagination to read the type — 
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ij^ey seem to gaze upon the corpse^ repeating tiif 

humiliating doom, alike applicable to both — duat 
we are, and unto dust we shall return. I could 
not look on such a spectacle without beholding .the 
garden of Eden, by man's transgression rendered 
desolate, and perishing, alas ! in man's destruction 
—the creatures, the Innocent and beautiful crea* 
tures of God's iiand, made subject to ranity 
through our sinfulness ; fading and falling into one 
commcHi grave. The pall may spread its velvet 
folds, and the sable plumes bow in stately gloom 
oyer the dead ; but a single white rose, drooping 
amid its dark foli|ige, tells the story more touchingly, 
and with more eloquent sympathy, than all that the 
art of man may contriye, to invest sorrow in a 
deeper shade of woe. 

" Thou shalt be like a watered garden," says 
the Lord to the believing soul, whose grace shall 
spring up and flourish, and be fruitful, to the praise 
of the glory of his grace, who visits it with tha 
small, quiet rain of his life-giving Spirit. " Thou 
shalt be like a watered garden," he says to his 
church, as one sleeper after another awakes, aud 
arisesv from spiritual death, and receives light 
from Christ, growing up among the trees of his 
planting, that he may be glorified in the abundant 
accession to his vineyard on its very fruitful hiU. 
" Thou shalt be like a watered garden," the Lord 
says to this wide earth, destined in the appoint64 



day to see her deieui men live — tbej that dwell in 
the dust of many ages, awake and sing — a dew as 
the dew of herbs fdling upon her graves, and the 
bocKes of the saints that slept issuing forth in the 
brilliancy of celestial beauty. Then that which 
itras sown in corruption shall be raised in incorrup- 
tton : that which was sown in dishonour shall be 
raised in glory : that which was sown in weakness 
shall be raised in power : that which was sown a 
poor, vile, natural body, shall be raised a spiritual 
body, like to the glorious body of Christ, accord 
ing to the mighty working whereby he is able to 
subdue all things — ^yea, even death, and the grare, 
and destruction — ^unto himself. Has he not given 
ns an earnest of this, in the vivid forms that spring 
on every hand, as we tread the garden and the 
grove ? Shall we look upon this annual resurrec 
tion, and not give thanks unto him for his great 
power ? Shall we disdain to acknowledge the be- 
nevolence of that divine skill which has taken of 
the common elements, and spread them out into 
such lovely fohns, and tinted them with such re- 
splendent hues, and finished the delicate pencilling 
whh such exquisite art, and planted them in our 
daily, hourly path, breathing delicious fragrance ; 
and, to crown all, bade us consider them how they 
grow, as an earnest of the tender care that he is 
pledged to take of us, his obdurate, unthankful 
diSdren. 

8« 
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t Lord of all power and might! all thy oth^ 
woriu do naturally praise thee ; btit such is the dark* 
ness of man's heart, that it is only by the applicatioh 
of that spiritual gift which was purchased by the 
blood, of Christ, that even thy saints can be im* 
polled to give due thanks unto thee for thy great 
love, while thou clothest the grass that makes 
pleasant their footpath over this magnificent wreclc 
of a glorious world ! 



CHAPTER Vn. 



THE CARNATION. 



There are many disadvantages in writing periodic 
cally on a given subject. Other engagements, 
combined which the treacherous spirit of procras* 
tination, will lead us to defer the work, until the 
consciousness of a waiting press throws a feeling 
of hurry and anxiety upon the mind, which is sure 
to fetter its operations, just as they need to be 
most vigorously performed. It was under such 
a consciousness, that I strolled forth this morning 
to look upon the languid flowers. A long drought 
had sadly changed the aspect of my usually soft 
and verdant grass-plat; the trees that cluster 
arottnd it presenting quite an autumnal tint, from 
the number of faded leaves ; while, on the border 
open to the south, such an array of shrivelled 
petals and whithering buds disfigured the tall rose- 
tl^es that expanded upon the wall, that while I 
gazed, my spirit drooped in sullen sympathy ; and 
having bound some straggling carnations to the 
atieks which I could scarcely drive into the baked 
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8oil| I returned to my study, with as little inclina- 
tion to write about flowers, as a sick person usual- 
ly has to partake of a substantial meal. 

On a sudden, and most unexpectedly, a dark 
cloud which had rapidly overspread the sky, burst, 
in one of those downright soaking rains that bid 
fair to penetrate even to the roots of the earth. 
This was accompanied by a breeze, so rough as to 
bend low the lighter trees, and to toss with sotne 
violence the branches of the more stable. Thus, 
while the rain freshened all that retained life, dio 
wind separated what was *dead, bearing it fat 
away, and leaving the exhilarated scene to sparkle 
in its sunmier beauty. Who could look on this, 
and fail to apply the expressive acknowledgement 
— '^ Thou, O Lord, sentest a gracious rain upon 
thine inheritance, and refreshedst it when it was 
weary.*' 

I now can augur well for my carnations, plant 
ed rather unadvisedly, I confess, in that unshaded 
south border. Some will wonder that I should 
suffer them to droop for lack of moisture, while 
the simple contrivance of a watering-pot is within 
reach. But, though I do occasionally give the 
garden such artificial refreshments, I find that the 
hard spring water, which alone is at hand, affords 
a very insufiicient substitute for the distillations oi 
the sky. This, too, is good for me — ^it teaches me 
to look up and to acknowledge my soul's conlitta« 
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al dependanoe oh that which, man cannot supplf. 
The garden of Eden was Adam's only Bible, and 
sweetly, no doubt, did he meditate upon the living 
page ; a book more precious meets our far deeper 
wants; but the first volume, with all its sin«^ 
wrought blemishes, when interpreted by the se- 
condy is a study that I would not forego for any 
work of human wisdom. 

\ I must not, however, lose sight of my carnations : 
they have reference to some reminiscences in 
which I must indulge. Not that the character 
which I connect with them, bears any resemblance 
to the flower ; but those delicate flowers grew in 
great profusion round the lowly cottage of old 
Dame C, and, as the sole, acknowledgment that 
poverty could make, I was invariably presented with 
the choicest of that elegant store, when I com* 
-menced visiting her : until I come so to identify 
theib, that, if I had been more than a day or two 
absent, the sight of a carnation would send me off, 
conscience-stricken, Jto my instructive post. 

* Dame C. could find no gratification in the flower- 

* garden : for twelve years she had been totally blind ; 
and when she had lain for full two years on a bed, 

* where rheumatic aflection of the limbs forbade her 
even the luxury of changing her position, without an 

*efibrt quite agonizing to her crippled frame. I 
want to pourtray the family as I found theni ; and 
shall endeavour so to do. 



A Ixlovod tneodf whbte ftitfafiil libmm to ^ 
minUtry had fAnd the light of Goshen withai 
liiftny a detached cottage, where all besides was 
darlmess — ^yea, darkness that might be felt^^wa* 
removed from amoog us. At his departure, I ww 
told of Dame C, as one who would surely ftA 
the loss, and requested to look in upon her occaaioa 
ally. It was not long before I visited the cottagi^; 
and certainly a less attractive scene I could hardly 
have encountered. 

On entering the little kilchen, the first objec^ 
that presented itself was the countenance of a boy, 
in the very lowest state of confirmed idiotcy ; hip 
open mouth distoited into a wild laugh« and dis- 
figured by a frightful scar, occasioned by his faJX" 
ing upon the wood fire. This deplorable being sat 
in a little chair; his long mis-shapen 1^[8 and 
arms were alike powerless; and altogether the 
first sight of him was enough to check my wish 
for further acquaintance with the cottagers. Howr 
ever, I proceeded, and saw a very old man sitting 
near the fire ; while a middle-aged woman, of 9^ 
very serious and even sad countenance, respectful- 
ly welcomed her visitor. 

* Is this your little boy V said I, trying to recon- 
cile myself to the spectacle. 

' No, madam, he is a firiendless child,' cast by 
the Lord on such poor help as we can give him.* 

• Where is Dame C. r 
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*1 mH take you to ber :' and then, with gseat 
tandemeM lifting the boy in ker arms, who at ei^ 
years old, had the length (not height, for he could 
not stand) of ten or twelve, she preceeded us into 
die adjoining room ; which was in so dilapidated 
a state that light penetrated the roof in many 
piaces, where the covering of turf had sunk in 
b^ween the open rafters, presenting an aspect 
of great poverty* and accounting for the rheu 
matic pains to which the inmate was subject. 

The dame lay on her very humble but clean 
bed; and again I shrunk back. Her face was 
dcawn into innumerable wrinkles, its expression 
indicating great suffering, and something about the 
eyelids that gave a vague idea of the forcible exr 
tinction of sight. She seemed a personification 
of misery, and there was a heavy vacant look that 
almost discouraged me from speaking to her. Still 
I strove against the repugnant feeling, and spoke 
gently and kindly, inquiring how she felt herself. 

* Very poorly, indeed, lady,' she , answered, 
without any movement ; ' my poor bones ache sa 
diat Lean get no rest.' 

' But your soul rests— does it not ? — in the love 
>f the Lord Jesus.' 

* It does — ^blessed be my gracious Lord I' 

* Well, I am come, at the request of our dear 
Mr. H. and his sister to see you.' 

Jn a moment her hands ^ere raised to grasp a 
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cord that hung loosely across the head of her bed, 
and by means of which, with a forcible effort, sbe 
turned herself to the side where I sat, exckdming, 
with a blaze of animation, ' Ob, do tell me some 
thing of them ! And did they send you to me V 

I told her much of those precibus friends ; and 
then we talked of the Master whom they served . 
and then I read a portion of God's word, astonish- 
ed and instructed by the deep observations that 
•he continually made. I found her, in fact, one 
of the most experimental Christians that I had 
ever met with ; and before I left her, every object 
had become lovely in my sight : so manifestly did 
the glory of the Lord rest on all arojand me. 
Many an after hour did I pass, holding her poor 
withered hand in mine, while we discoursed upon 
the love of God in Christ ; and many a Christian 
friend, including ministers and missionaries, did I 
take to learn of my blind old dame such heights, 
and depths, and breadths of that redeeming, enlight- 
ening, sanctifying love, as few of them had ever 
attained to. 

On my second visit, I took my dumb boy : he 
was deeply affected, and after gazing intently on 
her countenance whilst I read the scriptures to her. 
though not comprehending a word that passed, he 
(laid to me with tears in his eyes, *Poor blind 
woman loves Jesus Christ.' I then told her of 
his presence and his state ; and very lovely it was 



THE CARNATION. 91 

to see the trembling hand of the bliijd old saint 
pressed on the head of the deaf and dumb youth, 
while she invoked the richest blessings of coto 
nant grace on his path — ^alre^dy, and evidently 
tending to an early grave. 

One peculiar characteristic mark^ that singular 
dwelling : it was the zeal of both mother and 
daughter for the soul of the idiot boy : his story 
was very touching. His mother, led astray and 
abandoned, had sought shelter there — ^had given 
him birth — and died with every appearance of 
having been led to Christ during her short but bit* 
ter trial. The only connexion of either parent 
who could do any thing for the babe, was asked 
* where he should be sent : ' Toss him behind the 
iire !' was the savage reply ; and from that hour 
he was cherished in the poverty-stricken abode of 
faith and love ; receiving a most scanty dole from 
the parish towards his support, with a weekly 
threat of its withdrawal. * And if they do,' said 
the darnels estimable daughter, ' we can but trust 
to the Lord, and go on. I am sure he has a soul^ 
and at times I see little gleams of sense in him ; 
and I am sure that, poor sinful child of a sinful 
race though he be, the blood of Jesus Christ can 
save him too.' And then she clasped her arm 
round him, and earnestly talked to him of the love 
of Christ ; observing, * How do I know but that 
he understands more than he can express !' 

9 
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It will readily be beliered that my heart became 
kni> to this family; and after my poor boy was 
confined to his home, I went continually to give 
and receive supplies of strengt|iening hope, in con- 
yersing with Dame C. Never was gratitude so 
overpowering as that wherewith our little offices 
of kindness were received : never were spiritual 
things more abundantly reaped, in return for such 
poor services in carnal things. ^ 

I was often deeply humbled to perceive in how 
fierce a furnace the Lord still kept what to man 
appeared gold fully refined. The dame's trials 
were dreadful. One part of her malady was the 
nightly, and often daily, appearance of the most 
horrible shapes and countenances, menacing and 
rushing at her, as if commissioned to tear her in 
pieces. Not being able to account for this, she 
naturally supposed them to be evil spirits ; and 
most heart-rending were her cries to the Lord, for 
help and defence against them. A medical friend 
explained to me the origin of those optical illu- 
sions ; and I was able to convince her that they 
sprang altogether from her disease. It was joyful 
news to her harassed mind : but in the beautiful 
simplicity of her faith she said, ' When I thought 
them devils, I did not really fear them : it was sad 
to have devils for company, and they are very 
frightful too : but since neither angels, nor principal- 
ities, nor powers can separate me from the love of 
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God in Christ Jesus my Lord, I felt that they could 
do zue no hariQ.' 

The dame found out my love of flowers, and 
often charged her daughter to pick the best for me. 
The little garden was as rich in them as tasteful 
industry could make it ; and, by careful cultivation, 
the family of pinks and carnations had overspread 
the borders in splendid profusion. I have no floral 
association more distinct, than that of these lovely 
specimens with the cottage of Dame C. 

When, after a period of most agonizing sufiior- 
ing, my dumb boy underwent what the country 
people call the ** change for death," about a week 
before his actual departure, I went to seek comfort 
from my dame, and was greeted with the tidings that 
a change exactly similar had passed on her. I could 
not then bear to see her ; but, five days after, I 
went and beheld her laid out, in the perfect sem- 
blance of death. No perception of any kind 
seemed to exist, her respiration only, now and then 
rising to a groan, indicated that life still lingered. 
' She will never speak nor move again,' said her 
daughter, Uhus she will breathe her last.' But 
she was mistaken ; another day and night passed 
by, and every moment appeared likely to be the 
final one. At seven o'clock in the morning of the 
ensuing day, to the amazement of her watch&l 
nurse, the old woman lifted up her hands, and m 
a loud clear voice exclaimed, * When you hear tb* 
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bell toll for me, then rejoice — ^rejoice — ^rejoice ; ipt 
I shall be in glory.' The word ' rejoice' was each 
time accompanied with a clap of the hands — the 
word * glory' was uttered in a tone of rapturous ex 
ultation — ^and then the hands fell, and the soul was 
gone in a moment. 

Thus she entered into her joy of the Lord, at 
the age, as she iised to say, of twenty-eight. ' For 
though it is eighty-six years since I came into the 
world, you know I was dead till the voice came, 
^ Awake ! thou that sleepest, arise froni the dead, 
and Christ shall give thee light.'' Yes, I was dead 
in trespasses and sins, and I will only number my 
days from that whereon He quickened me.' 

1 had anticipated much solace from discoursing 
with her of my dumb boy's state, when he should 
be taken away; she died fourteen hours before 
him; and he called her, playfully, 'Bad blind 
woman,' for not waiting for him. I stiSed the 
selfish feeling of disappointment, and feasted on the 
assurance of their glorious meeting, when the eyes 
of the blind are indeed opened, and the ears 
of the deaf unstopped, and the tongue of the dumb 
makes melody in heaven. It is so realizing to 
witness the short and sprightly step wherewith 
some of God's children spring from time into eter- 
nity. The bursting of a bud into the sudden ex- 
pansion typifies it sweetly ; but I must not antici- 
pate the Evening Primrose. For this month it 
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will suffice me to bend orer the gracefully-dioop- 
iog caniaticHiy and send out my heart's warmest af- 
fections towards the poor of this world, rich in 
faith, whom God hath chosen to be heirs of his 
kingdom, in glory thai shall never fiide away 
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CHAPTER VllL 



THE EYBNINO PRIMROSE 



' The pale primrose' of early spring has found a 
'aureate in the bard of every age, of every grade. 
The vernal landscape pictured to our mind's eye, 
would be incomplete without it. Who can fancy a 
green bank, beginning to shoot forth its tender blade 
after shaking off the feathery tufts of snow, with- 
out including in the ideal sketch that delicate 
flower which rises on its slender stalk to grace the 
filant, and peer into the narrow channel beneath, as 
if watching the gradual withdrawal of winter's 
now liquified mantle ! 

But the primrose of spring has a younger sister 
appearing later in the year ; one who wears her tint, 
and borrows her name, and inherits her sweet hu- 
mility, though towering in stature far above the 
lowly prototype. The primrose of evening comes 
not forth to share in the general competition of 
her many tinted neighbours : she keeps her beaa- 
tifiil petals wrapped closely in their mantle through 
U)e day, nor unfolds them until other flowers have 
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shrank from the dewy chill ; and then it is aston- 
ishing how rapidly the blossoms burst their cere- 
ments, expanding in quick succession, while we 
can scarcely persuade ourselves that the change 
before us is the work of half an hour. 

It was in the haunt of my childhood, the garden 
of my paternal home, that I learnt to love this 
primrose. My father had so great a predilection 
for it, that he scarcely allowed its progress to be 
checked, even when the increase threatened to 
overrun the parterre. I knew the reason of this — 
he had heard me say that I liked nothing so well 
as, after gazing on the brilliant ccdours of the 
western sky, to turn. and look upon the cool sweet 
buds that awoke while all others were at rest. I 
scarcely dare to call up the images connected with 
that period of my life : intentionally I never do so, 
because the scenery on which one ray of gospel 
light never broke, will not endure the retrospective 
gaze, without inflicting a pang most trying to poor 
rebellious nature. Yet that their memory lives in 
the deep recesses of my heart, I am made to feel, 
whenever I look upon the plant : and that, with all 
its sorrowful combinations, the theme is most dear 
to me, I know by the thrill of secret delight that 
welcomes its appearance, far beyond that of every 
bright flower around it. 

Not long ago, I was trying to trace to its first 
origin the character of deep sjrmpathy, wherewith 
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I;am contcioas of haying inyested this particular 
flower, from my very childhood. To me, the eve« 
Bing primrose does not so much represent an indi* 
▼idaal, as a sentiment; but this assuredly took its 
rise from its association with my father's image, 
who, in all that concerned me, presented the most 
complete personification of delicate sympathy that 
I have CTer witnessed among men. This was the 
more Temarkable, as his mind was particularly 
masculine, his every taste and pursuit far removed 
from what was frivolous «or idle. Yet was his 
soaring intellect perpetually bowed, his mighty 
faculties continually brought down, to reach the 
level of a weak and wayward child, so as to render 
his companionship the main ingredient of my hap- 
piness ; while others, far my superiors in age and 
understanding, stood aloof, and wondered at my 
delighting in what they regarded with no liltle awe. 
Certain I am, diat at no period of my life have I 
met, in any human being, with a sympathy so full, 
60 tender, so unfailing, as that of him who left me 
early to bu£fet with the storms of life ; and the 
evening primrose always is, always will be, a me- 
mento of what I shall no more enjoy on earth. 

The flower too, is an apt emblem of what I would 
describe. It comes, when the fellowship of many 
sunshiny friends is withdrawn. The gayest have 
disappeared from my garden before it is ripe for 
Mossoming ; and those of its contemporaries who 
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smile on me through the day, will close the eye» 
and avert the head, at the cool hour when I am 
.tempted forth to muse among them. A feeling of 
desertion steals on my spirit, when I look around 
upon the folded petals, that laughed back my noon- 
ikie • greeting ; and then, as if partjAing in my 
thought, the delicate buds of the evening primrose 
throw wide their silken leaves with a haste that 
seems to bespeak no slight impulse of benevolent 
sympathy. The lapse of every year gives addition- 
al emphasis of meaning in this contemplation : for 
each returning summer bears witness to some ad- 
ditional bereavmeDt, while companions long-loved 
have gone down into the grave, or faces that beamed 
lovingly on me have become averted in coldness, 
or estranged by protracted absence. The flower is 
then a precious remembrancer to tell me of one 
who changes not — ^whose unseen hand upheld my 
unsteady steps when gambolling in infancy among 
the blossoms — ^guided me through the mazes of a 
perplexing pilgrimage — and is still upon me for 
good, with the cheering promise, "I will never 
leave thee, nor forsake thee." The sudden burst- 
ing of a bud of the evening primrose has power to 
recall my thoughts, in the moment of inconsider- 
ate levity, with an influence most subduing ; and 
when despondency or discontent pervade the spirit, 
that little incident will sipoth and cheer me, like the 
words of a tender and sympathizing friend. 
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How wondeiful is the influence that sympatlqF 
can exercise over sonae minds ! And yet it is dif-^ 
ficult to define its precise character; for it may 
exist unseen, where a cold exterior veils its opera* 
tions ; or it may be so counterfeited as to delude ur 
into a belief of its abiding, where, in reality, it 
was never known. Besides, different ideas are at- 
tached to the word, according to the feelings of in- 
dividuals ; and when men will call that sympathy, 
which merely conforms itself to their prevailing 
humours, taking care not to cross the grain of their 
inclinations, however wrong or dangerous they may 
be. Ab invalid may have a particular liking for 
something expressly forbidden by the physician : 
and then he is the sympathizing friend, who will 
smuggle the prohibited delicacy to the sick patient, 
or overrule the opposition of more conscientioua 
advisers. Again, a Christian may be — ^and alas ! 
there are few who are not — ^underthe influence of 
some besetting sin, which he conceives to be dlere- 
ly a harmless characteristic of his natural disposi- 
tion, while to all others, it may evidently appear 
most unlovely — ^unseemly — and inconsistent with 
his profession. To him, that friend will seem the 
most sweetly sympathizing, who affects not to per* 
ceive, or helps him to frame excuses for, the reign- 
ing corruption. But that in either of these cases^ 
the seeming kindness is real cruelty, we need not 
te be told True Christian sympathy places its 
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fmd in the souf s stead, witli whi<A ithas to deal, 
aid proceeds as, in such a case, it would desire to 
be dealt with ; constantly keeping in view the mo- 
mentous interests of eternity. At the same time, 
it will infuse all imaginable tenderness into the 
faithful dealing which conscience dictates; and 
herein is its peculiar character most brightly devel- 
oped, that it will stoop to the weakness of the most 
feeble-minded ; studying the very prejudices of its 
(Aject, in order to avoid any needless infliction. 

There are some minds so constituted, that they 
sippear, intuitively, to fall into the very circum- 
stances of those with whom they have to do; inso* 
much that the pain or embarrassment of another 
will affect them as personal troubles : — ^the gratifi- 
cations of others yield them a positive pleasure. 
Of this sensitive class was Cowper, whose univer* 
sal tenderness of feeling took intaits grasp the very 
brute creation. And if such characters were nu* 
merous andong men, we should find the world very* 
different from what we now experience it to be. 
Sweet and refreshing it is, to meet with individu-^ 
als so constituted: and where^ divine grace has 
given a^iigher impulse and a nobler aim to their 
benevolence — ^when, not merely the temporal, but 
also the spiritual benefit of their fellow creatures 
becomes an object of their deep concerns — ^they 
are as palm-trees in the desert of our pilgrimage, 



108 THB 9VBNING PBUfftOBS* 

extending alike to every weary traveller the 8li»» 
dow so welcome. 

This habit of placing ourselves in the situation 
of another, will also be found to prevail wherever 
a strong individual attachment subsists. Warm 
affection wiU seek the happiness of its object, and 
that is only to be done by studying the disposition 
of the person beloved,, with a steady self-devotion 
— a co-partnership in every joy and sorrow-^a 
moulding of our own will and habits to those of the 
cherished object. Here, again, is sympathy ; and 
to this manifestation of it I can bear witness, and 
remember how my every taste and inclination were 
watched, that they might be gratified ; how light 
was every sacrifice accounted, that a fond father 
could make to promote the welfare of an afflicted 
child. The sacredness of the tie, the immensity 
of the obligation, the total removal of him who con* 
ferred it out of the reach of all grateful return, and 
and the cheering brightness that seems to hang 
over the remote retrospection of those by-gone 
years — all tend to melt my spirit into sad, yet 
soothing emotion, when I beliold the flower on 
which is engraven the record of indulged childhood 
— of sympathy more perfect than I can ever again 
look for upon earth. 

There is yet another demonstration of this be- 
nevolence, which we are wananted to expect among 
all who bear the name of Christ ; and this is ei 



piesMd by the injuoctioi^ "Bear ye one another's 
burdens." Without possessing the exquisite tender- 
ntoi of the class first alluded to, without entertain 
i&g any especial degree of partiality for the indiyid 
uaif We are imperatively called upon to make both 
allowances and sacrifices, for the sake of those 
arcNuid us. Good breeding ensures this, among 
people who are held together by the bonds of civil 
society ; but something more must interpose to in-> 
dace its continuance, where intimacy has removed 
many restraints. It is not to be computed how 
much of domestic and social happiness is lost, by 
neglecting to cultivate this branch of Christian duty. 
It is lovely to see the strong bearing the infirmities 
of the weak, and descending to trifles, beneath the 
. level of their more powerful minds, in order to 
avoid too rough a collision with spirits rendered 
over-sensitive by afflictions, by sickness, or by 
natural temperament^ Nor is forbearance to be 
confined to die mo|^ energetic party : the weak are 
bound to remember that others, dififerendy consti- 
tuted, cannot so enter into all the minutiae of their 
feelings, as to escape every appearance of insensi- 
bility to their complaints. Still, if the gospel rule 
be followed, in prayerful sc/licitude to possess and 
to manifest the mind which was in Christ Jesus, 
many a cup, now of almost unmingled bitterness 
M$ respects this world, may be sweetly ameliorated 
oy the hand of forbearing kindness ; while gleams 

10 
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of gladness- are rendered brighter, by the smiling 
participation of those who are taught of God to re- 
joice with them that do rejoice. 

I think the whole bible does not afford us so af 
fecting a lesson as that contained in two words I'M 
St. John's gospel — " Jesus wept!" It is not merely 
the act of his weeping, but the occasion, that pre 
sents so exquisite an instance of the sympathy deai 
to afflicted man. Our Lord was on the point of 
turning the grief of his friends into unbounded joy, 
and very few among us, with such anticipation close 
at hand, would be able to find a tear for the mourn- 
ers — our minds would be too much occupied with 
their approaching, and most overwhelming delight. 
But the holy Jesus, touched with a feeling of all 
our infirmities, looked on the present anguish, and 
wept with the heart-broken sisters. Oh ! how un- 
like that cold, unsympathizing spirit, that seeks to 
force on the writhing sufferer iti^own superficial view 
of the passing calamity ; that ^ides the gushing 
tear, and preaches a lesson of indifference to a 
mind stretched on the rack of torture ! Yet this 
is often done, with the best and kindest intention, 
through forgetfulness of the great and precious ex- 
ample of Him who could not err ! I have expe- 
rienced this injudicious treatment, when every feel- 
ing of my heart was lacerated and torn, by a loss 
no less bitter — far more sudden and terrible than 
that of Martha and Mary. I have then been told, 
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that 'what was past could not be recalled, and there- 
fore I must not dllow my mind to dwell upon it. 
Miserable comfort it was, and utterly hateful to 
my soul : but I turned to the sacred volume, and 
in those two words, " Jesris wept^^ I read the cha- 
racter of one to whom I could bring my sorrows, 
who would suffer me to weep before him, and for- 
give the reproachful thought, that said " Lord, if 
thou hadst been here, my brother had not died.'' 

And how beautifully does the bud of my gentle 
Evening Primrose typify the change that passes 
on the children of God, when he summons -them 
to burst the fetters of flesh ! It is true that, when 
the spirit enters into glory, it disappears altogether 
from our ken, while the glory of the flower is to 
expand and shine before us. Still the rapidity^ the 
.beauty of the transition, occurring too, as it does, 
at the quiet, solemn hour of closing eve, will force 
.upon the mind a resemblance very sweet to cour 
template, and gives, at least to me, the idea of hap- 
py spirits silently encompassing my path, while I 
me^ditate on the endearing theme. I sometimes 
gather the buds, and watch their expansion in my 
hand, delighting almost as a mother does in the un- 
closing eye of her slumbering babe. The petals 
of this flower are very beautiful, and wear a char- 
acter of refreshing coolness, and durability too, 
when they open to the pleasant breeze of evening 
but all is frail and transitory, destined to endure no 
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longer than while the sun is absent from oar heo 
isphere. Vanity is written upon all that fixes il 
root in this perishing earth ; and man, especially, 
walketh in a vain shadow, disquieting himself in 
ran. The best, the dearest, the holiest of our 
privileges, as regards our fellow-beings, hang but 
upon a breath ; and that perhaps the breath of Sa- 
tan, or of most evil-miq^ men, permitted by Him 
who suffered the inmates of Bethany to drink the 
bitter cup of bereayeinent, in tears and anguish 
of soul : but only that he might, after exercising 
their faith and submission, prove the omnipotence 
of bis arm to wrest back the prey, and confounded 
the opposers of his sovereignty, and shame the 
doubters of his everlasting love. Against his faith- 
ful servants; the hand of violence and wrong can 
do nothing, but pave the way for brighter manifes- 
tations of his glory ; he whom Jesus loves may be 
sick — ^he whom Jesus loves may be persecuted— 
but his prospect is sure ; and, however foes may 
triumph for a season, he shall yet be more than 
conqueror, through Him who has so loved him. 



CHAPTER IX. 



THE VINE. 



After a long struggle against the prevailing incK- 
nation, I have resolved to gratify it, even at the 
hazard of being brought in guilty of a flagrant de- 
parture from the verity of my title. Fruit does not 
legitimately come under the head of flowers ; — 
true, but flowers that herald not some species of 
fruit are comparatively of little worth. In short, 
I would rather, for once, plead guilty to the charge 
of inconsistency, than deprive myself of the de- 
light with which I constantly dwell on an image so 
nationally precious, that the reader who falls out 
with me for bringing it before her, must seek her 
place beyond the circle of, at least, English Chris- 
tian ladies. 

The Vine, the fruitful vine, that spreads its luxu- 
riant foliage, and throws out its wiry tendrils, and 
hangs forth its clusters to the mellowing sunbeams, 
will not be passed by, at this season of sweet recol- 
lections. It brings before me in the most vivid por- 
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tndtare, a scene never to be forgotten ; nor ever to be 
recalled without a glow of heart, which, to be sure, 
I cannot hope to communicate to my readers; 
though most of them will be able to conceive how 
little peril I am in of overstating the matter, when 
they have the particulars, which I will faithfully 
relate. 

It was on a very bright and gladsome morning 
that I set out, accompanied by my own, my pre 
cious brother, and his little girl, and my dumb boy, 
on an excursion fraught with very delightful anti- 
cipations. We reached the end of our journey^ 
and were ushered into a room well furnished with 
books, adorned with tasteful prints, and wearing 
the aspect, yea, breathing the very soul of elegant 
retirement, hallowed into something far beyond the 
reach of this world's elegancies. At the further 
end of the apartment was a recess, almost of suf- 
ficient size to be called an additional room, thrown 
boldly forward beyond the line of the building, 
and forming in four compartments, one large semi* 
circular window, scarcely a pane of which was 
unadorned by some stray leaf or tendril of the vine 
that rested i|ls swelling bunches in profusion against 
the glass. Beyond, the eye might find much of 
sylvan beauty whereon to rest : but to me, no at- 
traction lay beyond it ; for, in the light and cheer- 
ful little sanctuary, there sat a lady, whose snow- 
white locks — "a crown of glory" — shaded, or 
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rather ori^tened, a countenance so beaming with 
lore, that the sentiment of reverential humility was 
at once absorbed in that of endeared fellowdiip 
with 6ne who evidently sought no homage, nor 
>claimed superiority over the lowliest of her S»- 
Tiour's followers 

That lady was Hannah More. 

My heart often melts within me, at the recollec- 
tion of the tenderness that marked her first greet- 
ing. There was that in my own circumstances, 
which could not fail to engage her sympathizing 
compassion ; there was that, in the case of my 
companions, which powerfully awakened her most 
serious interests. I had long shared the benevo- 
lence of her love, long reaped the benefit of her 
devout prayers, and received many a message of 
affectionate solicitude, during a preceding period <rf 
no common tribulation. She saw me then, rejoic- 
ing in the presence of a long-lost friend, yet filled 
with keenest anxiety for his spiritual welfeiFe. I 
can readily believe that the occasion called fordi 
into conspicuous display the loveliest features of 
her beautifiil character; and, assuredly, I never 
have beheld a countenance so expressive of all 
that can sweeten mortality. 

How quick, how perfect is the communion of 
spirit between those who, having often met at the 
throne of grace, while yet far absent in body, are 
at length brought eye to eye, beholding one ano- 
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therms face in the fleshy which heretofore had beee 
but dimly pourtrayed by uncertain imaginations ! 
Oor conyerse was unavoidably restrained, by the 
presence of those whose absence neither of U9 
could have desired : but every time that her. sweet, 
quiet^ yet animated eye met mine, it told me that 
she read my thoughts, that her soul ascended iu 
•prayer for the attainment of* that which mine so 
fervently longed after : and it spoke, in the smiling 
encouragement of her cheerful aspect, " fear not : 
only believe, and thou shalt see the glory of God." 
It was, to me, a clear token for good, that her 
very heart seemed drawn out towards my brother, 
who having long sojourned in a land of gross dark 
•ness — such as might be felt— had recently return- 
ed, not only ignorant of the truth as it is in Jesus, 
but impressed with the most absurd prejudices 
• against those whose spiritual earnestness he had 
been taught to consider as paroxysms of fanatical 
derangement. He had never been brought into 
contact with an open professor of serious religion, 
and very terrible to his joyous _ spirit was the 
phantom of melancholy moroseness conjured up 
by the enemy of his soul, to deter him from enter- 
ing into such society. His love for me, the de- 
light that ha had ever found in promoting my 
gratification; impelled him to venture into what he 
expected to find the counterpart of La 'Rappe. 
This he had expressed to me on the road, remark- 



ihftt be had no great fancy tcac Tishing '^tbe 
^ueeB <3i th^ Methodists ;" and a lurking esqprea- 
sion of suspicious dislike clouded his bright coun- 
tanance, until he had taken a deliberate view of 
bis new acquaintance ; who, being on her part 
fully aware of his prejudices, was peculiarly so* 
licitous to remove them. 

It was no difficult task ; for the Lord had willed 
it ; and oh how sweet it was to me, who could 
read every turn of those expressive features, to 
see the mist rolling away, and the brightest sun- 
shine of delight overspreading them, as he listened 
to her interesting converse, and repaid her judici- 
ous inquiries with a mass of valuable information, 
on the topics most engaging to a soldier just return* 
ed from the scene of his victories. The usual 
period allowed to visitors passed too fleetly, and 
be appeared no less gratified than I was, when 
she told us that after taking some refreshment, and 
scrolling through the grounds, we must again re- 
turn to her alcove, and renew our conversation. ^. 

During this interview. Jack, the dumb boy, had 
been standing behind a chair, his eyes roving with 
strange delight from one to the other, fully com- 
prehending the character of each, and bestowing 
on me many significant nods, accompanied with 
the words, '* Beautiful — —loves Hannah More: 

Good Hannah More loves beautiful ," while 

lie and the wonderful manifestfition of divine grace 
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in his soul, furnished her with many appropriate 
remarks, calculated to awaken my dear brother's 
interest on* subjects quite new to him. 

Sweet shades of Barley Wood ! how lovely they 
looked to my gladdened pye, as we strolled among 
them — ^how delicious to my soul were the remarks 
made by my companion on their blessed owner-— 
and with what pleasure did I observe the mutual 
cordiality of their greeting, when he again seated 
himself opposite to her, leaning over her little table, 
and perusing the venerable countenance which 
really shone with maternal love towards him. . I 
would record it among the many instances ot her 
Christian spirit, that she endured, even to serious 
inconvenience, the fatigue of a most prolonged in- 
terview, for the sake of following up a manifest ad- 
vantage with one in whose sight the Lord had given 
heV unlooked-for favour ; and I trust that is en- 
rolled among her abundant labours in her Master^si 
cause. 

But the vine ? Well, I was seated just oppo- 
site the window, and counted as grapes of Eschol, 
the clusters before me ; for I thought that my bro- 
ther was now obtaining a glimpse of the product of 
that good land, concerning which unfaithful spies 
had brought him an evil report. Neither did I 
overlook the typical fitness of the plant to grace 
Hannah More's favourite comer; for truly she, 
among woman was as that vine among the shrubs 
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of her garden. Who has not attached the distinc- 
tion of ezqaisite gracefulness, combined with noble 
simplicity, to the vine ? Who has not acknow-' 
ledged its beauty, its full, overspreading growth, its 
rich abundance of delicious fruit ? Painters will 
tell us, that, to study the perfection of form, colour, 
light and shade, united in one object, we must place 
before us a bunch of grapes. Scripture refers us 
to their juice, as ^' wine that maketh glad the heart 
of man," selecting it also as an emblem of that 
choice blessing, a loving, faithful wife. Now, in 
Hannah More's renewed and ripened character, 
those who know her best will be the most eager to 
assert that all these qualities were clearly percep 
tible ; to me, who had not nfiuch personal inter- 
course with her, the trait of grateful simplicity, 
evidently emanating from an humble, peaceful 
mind, shone paramount, as it does in the beautiful 
tree. There was an exquisite modesty, deprecat- 
ing in every look the homage that all were prepared 
to render. There was something that shrunk from 
admiration, while it courted the love, I could al- 
most say the countenance and encouragement, of 
those who could only have thought of raising her to 
the eye of reverential observance. Yet, amid all 
this humbleness of mind, that asked a prop from 
what, in compaMon, was but a bundle of dry sticks, 
rich clusters were perpetually looking out — ^thoughts 
that drew their being from the sap of the True 



Vine, dothed in the furest dictioo, arranged willi 
taateful skill, and touched with the peculiar grace 
of origiDality : while the unction that cometh from 
above, rested with freshening effect upon this fruiit 
of the lips of a true mother in Israel. 

We are, alas ! such selfish creatures, that I have 
often questioned whether Hannah More would have 
left such a delightful impression on my mind, bad 
I seen her under circumstances less endearing to 
my own fond heart, than those narrated aboye. 
So very precious her remembrance would not^be ; 
but that she was altogether equally engaging as 
valuable, I had the testimony of my brother, whose 
previous expectations had been extremely unfavour- 
able. He remarked in his usual playful manner, 
referring to the title that he had given her» ' Tlie 
methodists cannot be like their queen : they are 
poor melancholy souls, but she is the nicest, liveliest^ 
sweetest old lady I have ever met with.' I well 
remember that, on our return to the study, on hear- 
ing us expatiate on the beauties of her luxurious 
plantation, she told us she had put down every tree 
and shrub with her own hand ; neglecting for that 
employment, the more important one to which the 
Lord had called her : adding that she had been se- 
verely rebuked for it, by being long disabled in the 
right hand. ' This evil hand,' she said, slapping it 
with, the other, ' which left its Master's work so 
long undone ! Well might he have caused it, like 



Jeroboam's to wither and be dried up ; but a&er a 
aeasQD hq mercifully restored it.' 

One of the last efibrts of my dumb boy, with his 
pencil, was to complete a copy that he had commen- 
ced from a print of Barley Wood. He left it after 
all, unfinished ; but the window is distinctly pour- 
trayed : and ihe distant church, where now repose 
the mortal remains of Hannah More. She lived 
to shed many a tear for me, when the sudden stroke 
that removed ngy brother made every preceding 
trial appear as nothing ; and she lived to render 
praise for the slow yet glorious translation of the 
dumb boy into the eternity after which he panted. 
He retained the fondest recollection of her ; and, 
when dying, requested me to fix a little sketch of 
her likeness where he could constantly behold it — 
saying in his broken language, ' Jack die young : 
good Hannah More very old, soon come to Jesus 
Christ in heaven.' Yes I trust indeed that they 
were all branches, living branches of the True 
Vine. In one of them the father was glorified, by 
her bearing much fruit, through a long succession 
of plentiful years : another, according to his shorter 
season, yielded many a cluster, precious in the sight 
of the great Husbandman, who willed his early 
transplantation into a better soil: and the third — 
oh, he was taken from the wild vine, and grafted 
into the tree, and had received of its fulness, and 

began to put forth the delicate bud of promise— 
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the blossom of hope that maketh not ashamed. 
What could we do without that blessed assurance 
that it is the Father's good pleasure to give the king 
''dom to all his little flock? The lamb, so newly 
dropt that it cannot yet find a firm footing, but tot- 
ters and sinks before the lightest breeze — the lamb 
is, notwithstanding, of the flock. Once bom of 
God the soul never dies; once admitted into his 
family, it is no more cast out. Weak faith is ever 
staggering at the promise, and asking for evidences 
which the nature of the case puts beyond our reafh: 
it cannot trace this simple analogy between things 
natural and things spiritual. It is content, as 
regards the veterans of the fold: but the little 
new-born lambs, how could they tread the difficult 
path to heaven ? Why,- they could not tread it at 
all — and what then ? The Shepherd gathered 
them in his arms, and carried them in his bosom, 
and they reached it no less surely, safely, speedi 
ly, than the sturdy ancients who travelled onward 
in matured strength. Verily, our unbelief strips 
God of half his glory, to put it on the creature. 

It is a hard saying for human pride to hear, that 
the babe which gives one gasp and dies, enters 
heaven under as exceeding and eternal a weight of 
glory, as the matured, the tempted, this victorious 
Christian. But if it be of grace, and not of worka, 
such is the undeniable inference. We are con 
strained to believe ; but how hard to apply it ! 
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The infant martyrs of Bethlehem, who laughed 
with miconscious glee at the glittering of murder- 
ous blades, just poised to impale them — ^wherein is 
their crown less bright J.han that of our confessors, 
who voluntarily mounted the pile, and fixed the 
chain, and welcomed the torturing fires of' popish 
oersecution? There is, surely, no difierence in 
*he recompence of Christ's suflferings, bestowed 
alike on each : but verjpi sweet, and surpassingly 
dear, must be the retrospection of those who had 
forfaken all to follow him, after counting the cost, 
and fully comprehending what lay before them. 
The act of renewing a sinful nature, must needs 
furnish a song of praise for eternity : a long cata- 
logue of wilful transgressions, also blotted out by 
the blood of the cross, may well raise the tone of 
exstacy much higher. But it will be as with the 
manna in the wilderness, where he who gathered 
little did not lack, and he who gathered much had 
nothing over. This is never the case with aught 
of man's providing ; but when God furnishes the 
table, it cannot be otherwise. 

When the eye rests upon the pleasant green 
foliage of a favourite tree, how smoothly can the 
billows of thought roll on, in the untroubled mind, 
each insensibly disappearing before its successor. 
To dream away fife, would accord with most dis- - 
positions ; and to ponder on the works of others, 
often appears somewhat of a meritorious work in 
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ourselves. I find this snare in my garden, loving 
betler to trace characters in flowers, than to bestir 
myself to the needful operation of uprooting weeds. 
May the Lord, who has given me many sweet and 
soothing thoughts, while contemplating the vine 
that his bounty has enriched with precious clus- 
ters, cause the warning word to sink deep into my 
heart, which declares, " every branch in me that 
beareth not fruit, he taketlf away !" 



CHAPTER X. 

THE HEART's-EASS. 

When viewed upon a grand scale, and from a 
commanding station, how beautiful are the tints of 
Autumn ! We look abroad, over bill and plain, 
interspread with grove and shrubbery, and the 
hedge-row that forms so remarkable a characteris- 
tic in our national scenery, and endless appears 
the diversity of rich and mellow tint, which by its 
loveliness half reconciles us to the legible symp- 
tom of speedy desolation. He who has willed 
the frequent changes that bereave us of our choic- 
est possessions, has not failed to soften that 
bereavement with many tender touches of a hand 
that loves to pour balm into every wound it sees 
needful to make. Even in the material world, we 
trace the workings of this divine compassion ; and 
while shrinking from that dreary winter of which 
they are the infallible precursors, we still are com- 
pelled to greet the dying hues of autumn as among 
(he most welcome spectacles that can gratify the 

eye of taste. 
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' Yet it is when we are somewhat remored^ aoyd 
able to take a general view of the landscape, that 
such loveliness is rightly appreciated. Walking 
under the shade of our own withering bowers, 
where the damp, fallen leaves impede our path, 
and mar the lingering beauty of our borders, it is 
by no means so pleasant. The visitation touches 
us too nearly,^ our individual comforts are too 
closely trenched upon ; and gladly would we bar- 
gain that, after going forth to look upon the beauty 
of neighbouring plantations in their progress to- 
wards utter decay, we might return to our especial 
garden, finding it exempt from the universal doom , 
as thickly clustering with green leaves as when 
summer first put on her finished livery. 

I have thought of this, as illustrating in some 
degree my feeling, when I meet with narratives' of 
interesting characters, whose passage from mortal 
to immortal life is arrayed in new glories, like the 
fading woods of autumn. I gaze, and admire, and 
rejoice, on behalf of the privileged saints, whose 
hour of approaching departure is the lovelie^ pe- 
riod of their visible sojourn here : but when it ie 
upon mine own familiar friend that the visitation 
eomes — when the tree that shelters me is to be 
stripped, when the verdure that gladdeiis my re- 
treat is to fade away, — ^how different are the 
feelings excited ! To the eye of a more remote 
spectator, the withering of my bowers may f<»rio, 



perchance, the most beamifal spot in a widely 
Tarigated landscape : to me it is a source of com 
ftntless repining, excepting only as faith looks 
confidently onward to the outbursting of a future, 
and a brighter vegetation. 

By daily care, the fallen honours of the nut, 
the lilac, the ash, and the acacia, are removed 
from my sheltered border, where still the dear 
little heart's-ease, now revived by autumnal 
damps, retains its smiling aspect. During a 
drdiighty summer, the flowers lost much of their 
beauty, diminishing in size, and changing their 
colours for shades less bright ; but now they stand 
arrayed as gorgeously as ever, telling again th<3 
familiar tale of him who, in far brighter apparel, 
is adorning the bowers of heaven. It was always 
my purpose to return to this subject ; but I reserv- 
ed it until my garden should begin to look sad ; 
because in the retrospection of what God shewed 
me, while privileged to contemplate the character 
of ^^I find a cordial for fainting hours. 

I nave frequently wished to classify the beauti- 
ful features of that gifted mind ; but 1 could never 
succeed in it. Like my border of heart's-ease, it 
was full of variety ; and perfect, harmonious order 
reigned throughout the abundant distribution : but 
so many excellencies shone forth at once upon the 
view, that it was hardly possible to take them in 
succession, to confine the gaze to a single tint, or a 
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dingle combination of tints ; unless when, in tke 
actual scene of some passing day, circumstances . 
called forth a separate, a peculiar manifestati(Hi oi 
the grace most needed at the time. It w.as as 
when I cull one flower from the many, and bear 
it away, to ponder on its individual beauties. 

I have spoken of gifts : now one remarkable trait 
in D. was the tenacity with which he clung to. the. 
principle, that all in him not hateful and repulsive, 
was a special gift, purchased by the blood of the 
cross. The usual close of his letters ran in th«se 
words, * yours, by the grace of God, most affection- 
ately.' I once asked him why he used this expres- 
sion ; his answer was, * Because, by nature, I am 
so vilely selfish, that sovereign grace alone can 
implant in my spirit one. right impulse of disinter* 
ested affection. '* Hateful, and hating one anoth- 
er," is the description of such as me : and I could 
not honestly love you, if the constraining love of 
Christ did not compel me to it.' Many can use 
such depreciating language concerning themselves, 
and, doubtless, many do so with sincerity : bufthere 
was a sorrowful earnestness in his remarks on the 
inward depravity, that always left me without 
power to reply. 

On one occasion, when several of us were assem- 
bled, the conversation turned on passing events, 
scenes, and persons. ^D. bore his part in it with 
his accustomed sprightliness ; but presently leaned 
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t>ack in his chair with a look of pained abstraction. 
I addressed him, and his reply was, ' These are all 
material things, they engross our thoughts, and de* 
TOur our time. Shall we never rise above sensi^ 
ble objects? I often strive to do so, but I am 
pulled back, and fettered down, by the mass of 
matter. I am oppressed by it : why do you not 
help me to throw off the weight ? why is not our 
conversation more in heaven V This was spoken 
with a feeling that approached irritation; but he 
followed it up immediately, by sweetly leading the 
way in an interesting inquiry into what he used to 
call the progress of prayer. I could not but think 
of the expression " we that are in this tabernacle 
do groan, being burdened" — and when, just three 
months after, I saw him reposing in his coffin, in 
that very room, how sweet was the recollection of 
his secret groaning after what he now so fiilly en- 
joys, clothed upon with his house from heaven : 
and his mortality swallowed up in life ! 

About that time, he made a remark that im- 
pressed me deeply, and, I hope, abidingly. We 
attended the ministry of his beloved friend H., and 
on one occasion, adverting to certain criticisms that 
had been passed on his discourses by some who 
seemed to sit in judgment on their teacher, I asked 
him, * How is it, that while they call one of his ser- 
mons fine and another dry, and so forth, I find 
them all so profitable, and alwavs come away well 
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fed V With animated quickness he replied, * I'll 
tell you how it is : you pray for him.' ' Indeed I 
do : aud that he may be taught to teach me.' * Aye, 
there it is : and your prayer is answered. Now 
mark me ; the preacher and the flock either feed 
or starve one another : what they withhold from 
him in prayers, they lose in doctrine. Those who 
merely listen to cavil, or to admire, come away 
empty of spiritual food. Those who give liberally 
to their minister in secret prayer for him, have their 
souls made fat by the very same doctrine that falls 
unblest upon others.' He added, with emotion, 
* Bear dear H. more and more upon your heart be^ 
fore your father's throne, and you will feast more 
largely upon theianquet that he spreads.' I have 
to be thankful that my friend's counsel was not lost 
on me : from that shepherd, indeed, I was soon 
removed ; and very soon he followed D. to glory : 
but I had already carried the lesson into another 
pasture ; where, richly and abundantly as all were 
fed, mine always appeared a Benjamin's mess ; for 
I had learned the secret of the profitable barter 
which I would commend to every christian hearer : 
instant, affectionate, individual intercession for the 
teacher, in the spirit of faith : then may we sit, 
contented, and humbly confident to receive the as- 
sured answer, in the portion which he is commis- 
sioned to divide. 

It was the delight of D. by every means, to 
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dl&w closer the bond of union between the pastor 
and his flock : and that was a blessed work. Woe 
to the hand that. wantonly severs them ! It is the 
Lord's prerogative to visit a people by removing 
their most gifted teachers into a comer, even as it 
was also his to render the scattering of his church, 
by means of fiery persecutions, available for the 
spread of sound doctrine through Phenice, and 
Cyprus, and Antioch ; but not the less sacrilegious 
is the blow that snaps asunder a tie which the 
Lord hath blessed ; and I was left to appreciate 
the full beauty of that feature in D.'s spiritual cha- 
racter, long after he was taken from mortal view : 
as the balmy warmth of life-breathing Spring, is 
doubly endeared to our remembrance when we 
shiver before the rough blasts of a surly, devas- 
tating November. 

Well ! the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth, and 
man cannot dethrone him ! He worketh all things 
after the counsel of his will, and man cannot thwart 
his purposes. Nay, when most thoroughly set to 
do mischief, man is but blindly forwarding the 
work of eternal love and truth, even towards those 
whose welfare is the farthest from his wish. My 
little heart's-ease tells me this, in its own quiet lan- 
guage, as it looks up from under the heap of un- 
sightly leaves that, by falling thickly upon it, have 
sheltered it from the evening frost, and left it 
sparkling with salubrious moisture, when I take 
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thftm away and give entrance to the sunbeaoui. 
Often, very often, has D. expatiated on the eaiae 
sweet truth, representing the many ways in which 
my abounding trials were working together for good, 
already perceptible. I remember the lesson, and 
cherish it in my heart ; but sorely do I miss the 
cheerful look, the encouraging smile, that were 
wont to accompany it. D. was utterly incapalj^e 
of that cheap generosity which bestows on the 
sufferer a scrap of advice, perchance a text of 
scripture, and thinks it has done the part of a 
•Christian comforter. He first placed himself so 
fully in the situation of the person afflicted, by the 
exercise of that beautiful consideration wherewith 
God had gifted him ; and made so many allowances 
for the peculiarity of individual feeling and circum 
stances, that his language assumed rather the cha- 
racter of consoling thoughts, inwardly suggested 
to the mourner, than of another man's ideas, ver- 
bally communicated. Surely if there be one gift 
more to be coveted than another, in the social in- 
tercourse of poor pilgrims through a valley of Baca, 
it is this. It is easy to lecture a complaining 
brother : it is easy to shew him how lightly you 
regard his present affliction ; and thus to silence 
the rising murmer, bidding it retire and rankle in 
the heart which knoweth its own bitterness ; but 
oh, how wise, how tender, how Christ-like, is the 
love that voluntarily places itself under his cross, 



poises its weight and speaks the langtiage not of 
one who merely sees, but of one who has felt it ! 

To rejoice with them that did rejoice, was a duty 
rendered easy indeed, by the extraordinary cbeer- 
fiilness of D's. mind. Looks, words, gestures, 
were all put in requisition to express the delight 
of his soul, when he saw his companions happy. 
So joyous was the spirit of his religion, that it 
griered him to witness a sombre cast on the coun- 
tenances of those engaged in devoticmal exercises. 
Cairn, subdued, collected, and intent, he always 
appeared at such times, but never, to use his own 
expression, ' pulled a long face,' for the worship of 
God. Approaching a reconciled Father throuj^ 
Christ Jesus, he could not conceire why the de- 
light that animates the heart, and beams in the 
Iboks of an affectionate, grateful child, should be 
banished from his. Let those who remember D. 
in his constant place, beside the pillar at L. A., ac- 
knowledge that a countenance more brightly irra- 
diated with love and joy never shone among that 
privileged flock. Heart's-ease all over, D. looked 
up and smiled : you could not gaze on him and be 
melancholy. This, too, is a gift to be coveted : a 
happy look bears eloquent testimony that "the 
peace which passeth all understanding" is no chi- 
mera ; and that godliness hath the promise of this 
life, as well as of that which is to come. 

Yet the word is sure : " In the world ye shdl 

}2 
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have tribulation ;" and D. expenenced it, in a de* 
gree little suspected by those who watched the ex- 
pression of his happy countenance. There are 
insects that, in the darkness of the night, steal forth 
to prey upon the gentle flower that typifies D. ; 
but though they sometimes rend its petals, they 
cannot mar the lovely bloom of what remains : and 
thus had he his undiscovered enemies — cares that 
he revealed to none but his heavenly father, and 
disappointments blighting the dearest projects of an 
affectionate heart. He felt their gnawing progress, 
but he knew the wise purpose for which they 
were sent ; and though, in thoughts and visions of 
the night, his spirit was often sorely harrassed, yet 
the morning sun beheld him bright and cheerful as 
ever, through the freshening of that early dew that 
never failed to visit his prayerful chamber. Occa- 
sionally he has admitted to me that so it was;. for 
he well knew that a fellowship in suffering wpuljd 
add power to hisi^eady consolations ; and'when li^e 
found me so much absorbed in my own griefs, then 
— only then — it was that he would impart to me a 
portion of his secret sorrow, just suflScient to rouse 
my interest, to excite my sympathy that he might 
immediately turn the discourse to the sweet sola- 
cings of the Divine Comforter, vvhich he described as 
being so effectual, as to make him, * through the grace 
of Gody more thankful for a little tribulation than 
he should have been for a. vast abundance of pros- 
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peiity* And thus delicately would he inBinuate 
the comfort which my fretful spirit was unwiUing 
to receive in a more direct way. 

The last Christmas that D. celebrated with the 
militant church on earthy will long be remembered 
by those who passed it with him. It fell on a Sun- 
day ; and he had busied himselfmuch on behalf of 
bis poor children, the wild little Irish, who attended 
our dear schools. It is customary, on the Sabbath, 
to give each child, on leaving the school, a thick 
slice of bread and butter, except in cases of flagrant 
misconduct, when the culprits must march past the 
tempting board empty-handed. The importance of 
this boon cannot be appreciated, but by those who 
know something of the squalid misery that pervades 
St. Giles, and that very few of our children tasted 
any thing better than half a meal of potatoes on any 
day throughout the week. A good piece of well 
buttered bread is a prodigious feast to then). 
However on the day in question, #., as if conscious 
that it was his last time of celebrating the happy 
season among them, provided, for the afternoon, a 
more luxurious entertainment. He filled his blue 
bag with excellent plum-cake, and merrily remarked 
to me, that for once all his clients would be satisfied 
with its contents. To this he added the more-dur- 
able gift of some small books and tracts ; and very 
delightful it was to us, the teachers, as we stood 
about him, to witness the reciprocal looks of love 
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between the donor, and the gleeful recipien ^i. 
those gifts. Gravity was, of course, out oi ii» 
question. I should pity the person who tried to 
look solemn among our dear Irish children, when 
the work of the school is oyer. Neither fluttering 
rags, ill-suited to repel the season's cold, nor 
naked feet, cut and bruised by the filthy pavement 
ef St. Giles, nor famished forms that bespoke the 
weekly fast, could counterbalance the mirthful as 
pect wherewith they approached the pile of cake, 
and the delighted grin of each farewell obeisance. 
My poor dear Irish children ! Why do so few 
among the wealthy ones of London take thought 
for that swarming hire of ever active beings, who^ 
by a little devotion of time, a little sacrifice of the 
unrighteous mammon, might be trained to industry, 
and piety, and peace ! Alas ! even of those who 
partook of D.'s parting feast, are not there now 
many to be found in the dens of profligacy, or the 
dungeons of del0cted crime? It is the shame, 
and will prove the curse of Christian England, 
that the very heart and centre of her gorgeoum. 
metropolis should form a throne on which Satan 
is permitted to hold an almost unquestioned reign 
over her empire. Many a missionary is girding 
himself to the work of the Lord in foreign lands . 
but few are the missionaries who will step fifty 
yards out of their daily path, to carry the light of 



the gospel among the dark abodes of wretched 
St. Giles'. 

D. worked diligently; so that when his sun 
went down at noon, he had accomplished more 
than would be deemed, by the bulk of those in his 
sphere, a full day's labour. He has entered into 
his rest, to shine as the sun, and as the stars, for 
ever and ever, in the kingdom of his Father. Is 
the prize that he has grasped, worth striving after ? 
Oo to St. Giles's, and do likewise. Is the work 
that he has wrought, meet to be copied ? Go, and 
gather the desolate liltle ones, whom he loved to 
lead lo Christ. I cannot resume the subject of a 
flower, while my soul is oppressed with the sorrows 
of thousands of perishing souls, enclosed in bodies 
"that also are perishing in want, and vice, and all 
the fearful train of consequences attendent thereon. 
If I begin with D. I shall be constrained to end 
my paper, as he ended hii^life — in pleading with 
the favoured children of God, fol* pity on the poor, 
the destitute children of Erin. 

12* 
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" The memory of the just is blessed." Happy 
are they who comprehend how sinful mortal man 
may be just with God — ^who, in taking up the hap- 
py boast ''He is near that justifieth, who shall 
condemn me ?" can discern^ as their sole claim to 
this glorious immunity, the justifying righteousness 
of the Lord Jesus Christ, in virtue of which their 
iniquity is forgiven, and their sin is covered : thei^ 
persons are accepted, and their souls are saved. 

I knew an aged man, who lived through many 
long years in the delighted contemplation of this 
mystery ; who realized in its fullest extent the ap- 
plication thereof to himself; who, taught daily to 
comprehend more of the love of Christ which 
passeth knowledge, had a well-spring of love flow- 
ing from the depths of his renewed heart, towards 
every child of Adam. When I saw him last, he 
was green and flourishing; in the seventy-sixth 
year of his pilgrimage — aye, and blossoming too, 
in all the rich, vigorous life that distinguishes my 
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beaotifiil Lauristinys, now spreading its wide 
anns over the border, and supplying the vacant 
places of many withered flowers. Very lately, I 
asked of a dear friend, from the remote comer 
where this aged servant of God had been station* 
ed, how our valued brother was prospering? ' The 
reply was startling, because unexpected: it elicited 
some tears, but they were not those of grief, — 
* Six months ago, he departed to his Lord.' 

I have been a sad egotist throughout these pa- 
pers ; and much am I tempted to mix a deal of 
self in this. But with such a subject before me, I 
must forbear; only stating, that it was the privilege 
of this gracious old man to water the good seed^ 
sown by another beloved hand, in the heart of my 
brother : that it was his to remove all my doubts, 
and fears on the subject : and that the most trying 
event of my whole life became the means of bring- 
ing me acquainted with one whose conversation 
was more peculiarly in heaven, and his spirit more, 
tinged with the joy of him who knows theHblessed 
ness of his future mansion, than that of almost any. 
one whom I have met with. 

The sphere of his labour was in a remote part 
of Ireland. And here I must beg my reader to 
remark something which I find it very difficult to 
establish, that I am not a native of Ireland. Eng* 
Hsh by birth and education, and doubly JBnglish by 
deeply-rooted prejudice, I first visited Ireland, 
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long after my habits and tastes had become fixedly 
with a most inveterate determination not to Hke it 
— ^in plain terms, to hate the country, and to de- 
spise the people. This resolution, by no means a 
singfjlar one I fear, I was enabled by hard strug- 
gling to maintain, for nearly a whole day ; but 
every particle of frost-work melted at last beneath 
the fervent beams of that warm and smiling wel 
come, which will win its way to the heart of every 
one who has a heart to be reached. Subsequently, 
the glorious and far brighter beams of divine truth 
burst upon my view, beneath the sky of that belov- 
ed island ; and there my spiritual infancy was 
dradled, there the hand of Christian brotherhood 
was stretched forth, to uphold and to guide my 
tottering steps in the new and narrow path ; there 
1 was built up on this most holy faith, and taught 
to wield, however feebly, the weapons that are not 
carnal. I left the country, as an exile leaves his 
home ; T pined and drooped, and still does my 
heart yearn towards its beloved shores. But I am 
no otherwise Irish ; and I have said so much, be- 
cause the frequent recurrence to scenes and sub- 
jects connected with that country, in these periodi- 
cal pages, might appear to be the natural effect of 
patriotic feeling, in one born on its green carpel. 
In me, it is the offspring, not only of deep and 
grateful love, but of a most solemn conviction that 
we are verily guilty, in a henious degree, concern 
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ing oar brethren in that most intereating portion of 
the British dominions. 

It was, as I have said, in a remote comer of the 
emerald isle, that the Lord planted this flourishing 
4ree of righteousness, within the sanctuary of His 
church. He was" indeed, a faithful pastor, burning 
with zeal, overflowing with love, and singularly 
gifted for the peculiar work to which he was called. 
There was an exuberance of animal spirits, a fund 
of rich humour, a perpetual flashing of original 
wit, that would perhaps have been unsuitable to 
his high and holy office, and which, therefore, th« 
Lord might have seen fit to subdue, had he not 
been stationed where such ;][ualifications exactly 
fitted him to win the attention of those around, and 
so to lead them to give audience, even where they 
had been instructed to repel, with brutal forces 
every attempt to fill their ears with sound doc* 
trine. Of all characters, I know noile more dis- 
gusting than a clerical bufibon : but far from the 
slightest approximation to such an anomaly was 
our dear brother S. Even the sparkles of his wit 
were bright 'with fire from the altar of God, and 
the quaint expressions that extorted a smile from 
every hearer, were never culled for efiect : — it was 
the natural eloquence of a mind full of noble sim- 
plicity, and venting the abundance of its treasures 
too eagerly to pause over the medium by which 
they were conveyed. To set forth Christ crucifiedi 
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as the alone and all-sufficient refuge for skmefs^ 
was the single object of his life ; and to effect it 
he cared not how homely, how strangely unique, 
or how clasically elegant, was the language or the 
metaphor employed. Intimately acquainted with 
the vernacular tongue of the native Irish, it was 
the ruling desire of his heart to see it adopted, 
and cherished, and consecrated to the service of 
God, by his fellow-labourers. In tlie month of 
April, 1830, this aged Christian first, as he ex- 
pressed it, stepped off the edge of his own green 
carpet, to accompany a deputation to London for 
this very purpose. He appeared on the platform 
in Free-masons' Hall, and in a strain of original 
humour, combined with deep pathos, he placed us, 
as it were, in the very midst of his desolate coun- 
trymen, pourtraying the waywardness of their 
minds, and the destitution of their souls, in lan- 
guage the*most thrilling. Then, by a sudden 
transition, he led all our awakened sympathies into 
a scene close by : he showed us that portion of 
poor Irish ^outcasts congregated in the heart of our 
metropolis; and, clasping his handsfwith almost 
a cry of passionate appeal, *give but one bread- 
shop for my starving people ! open but one room, 
in wretched St. Giles,' where they may find the 
food of life in their own language ! You English 
Christians, rich in your many privileges, will you 
let the starving souls of my countrymen cry 
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against } on at the day of judgment ? One little 
bread«shep-r-gfye us but tbat» and thousands un- 
born shall call you blessed !' 

God be praised, the plea was successful ; and 
he has met, before the throne of the Lamb, some 
whose polluted garments were washed clean in 
His blood, through the ministrations of a blessed 
' bread-shop,' established by English Christians, 
before that year had closed on the wretched popu- 
lation of St. Giles. 

In 1833, he came again on his mission of love, 
to rejoice over the work, and to stimulate us anew. 
He then appeared as hale and hearty, in his green 
old age, as before : . but he had a witness within, 
that the earthly tabernacle was beginning to fall. 
He said to a dear brother, ' I am looking for pre- 
ferment ;' and the upward glance, the finger point- 
ed towards heaven, the joyous smile that spoke 
not of this world's transitory possessioiR, all indi- 
cated his meaning. How and where he put off 
this mortal coil, I know not : but this I know — 
that he had so put on Christ in the days of health- 
ful vigour, and so served Christ in his generation 
here, as to leave no shadow of doubt or solicitude 
as to his beatic realization of all that his soul long- 
ed after, in the presence of God. 

It i3 io my garden that I especially delight to 
dwell on the memory of this endeared old man ; 
recalhng many of his beautiful adaptations in trac- 
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mg the constant analogf between the rmhie m^ 
of God and those which are imperceptible to ent 
ward sense. I have two precious letters of Up. 
from which I must extract a few passages^ to Qh^ 
trate my meaning. The reader will easily soiriaifi'. 
that they'refeired to the trying event which iatro 
duced me to his sympathizing regard. 

^I cannot describe to you the great and universal 
concern and grief with which Uie account of y<«r 
dear brother's sudden and unexpected removal from 
a world of triab and tribulations was received at 

C . It seemed as if " all faces were turned 

into paleness," and all tongues cried out, " Alas ! 
Tny brother." But there is a needs-be for every 
thing of this kind that occurs : what our Lord is 
pleased to do, we know not now, but we ahall 
know hereafter. There is one precious know- 
ledge, however, and that is, that ^' all things work 
together tor good to them that love God; to them 
that are the called," ice. This sweet drop of gos- 
pel honey has often rendered palatable to me the 
bitterest infusions that ever were mixed in my cup 
of hfe. But why should I talk of one drop alone 
— ds not our hive (our bible) full of honey J full of 
consolations, full of promises, and piivileges, and 
prospects, and assurances, that render the suffer- 
ings of this transitory life, in the eye of a Chris 
tian philosopher, of as little consequence as the 
buzzing of Uie summer flies ? You are tried, my 



Mter-Moiwd, and I oMd^ wkh joa firwi .tbe 
-mxy Uottoin of my heart; but da suffer a 'Paul 
tbe aged/ to remind you of what I know the Spirit 
waA word of Qod has already taught you, thatitos 
good for you to be afflicted; that it is through 
trials and tribulations we enter (or make advances 
into) the kingdom of heaven ; and when you are 
thrown into the furnace of affliction, Christ stands 
by the fire'; and that sanctified afflictions . are 
spiritual promotions. The darker the cloud, my* 
dear co^heiress, the more vivid the lightning: .and 
the more we suffer in the flesh, the more (very 
often) we rejoice in the Spirit. The rainbow al- 
ways appears most bright in the most broken wea- 
ther; and He, of whom it is an emblem, mani- 
fests himself most clearly to the mourning, the 
afflicted, the penitent, the broken heart. May the 
oil and wine of the gospel be plentifully poured 
iifto your bleeding wounds, by the Gockl Samaritan 
whom we love and serve !' 

On this last sentence a tear fell, firom (he com-* 
passionate old man ; and no words can do justice 
to the feelings with which I look upon the UtUe 
blot, now that God himself has wiped away all 
tears from those eyes, and given him to see how 
acceptable in His sight was this cup of ccmsola- 
tion, bestowed on one of the least and most UPi* 
wtnthy of those whom he vouehsafes to call His. . 

The following extract, from a subsequent letter^ 

13 
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fwj SWM^ now qipHM to the mrnkOfW/kQi^^jf^ 
I hilmbly and ccmfidemly tnuiti vejoiciDg with Ivm 
wtio was its original subject. ^ Yes, with him 4he 
bitterness of death is past: the imnistEatioa-4i£ 
it broken^ and the liberated^ the disstgfa 
spirit is with God, who gave.it. Of what 
oonsequence is it, my loTed, my respected nsler. 
and friend, how or when the earthly house of the 
tabernacle we now inhabit is torn dawn, or diss^lv 
ed| when we know that we have a " building of 
God, a house not made with hands, eternal in die 
heavens," to remove to and occupy ? Theie is a 
precatory, or optative expression in the Rooriah 
Missal (service for the dead) with respect to a per- 
son removed from time into eternity, which is net 
as eomfortable as the scriptural declaiadons axe on 
d»at important subject, * requiescat in pace,' — ^may 
he rest in peace ! This does not pour into tlie bleed- 
ing, the grieving heart of a surviving friend, the 
sweet, the refreshing, the sanative wine and oil 
that is conveyed to a Christian's afficted soul, by 
that heavenly voice heard by John, which pre- 
nounced the dead to be blessed who died in the 
Lord, ^^fmm henceforth!^— ix^sn. the instant of theiif 
dissolution — enjoying, not wisUng, waiting for, ff 
expecting, that *' rest that remaineth for the peofle 
ef God." Knowing then, and being iiilly and 
eaik&ctorily assured of this consolatory trndb^ thm 
the dead in Christ are. blessed^ that tber are n^l 



ttB^berl gone btforeis that our adofod K&i&emetf 
ifi'Ae cftpaciotts mftnsionn of his FathcA home, 
Ms^ freparM It place for all our dear departed' 
Chilean friends, and if preparing a place for oor* 
it^ft^y ^* let not our hearts be'' o^er anxiotud j, ini* 
i^iodbrately, unreasonably, or irreligiouBlyy '* trtjnb* 
}e&;P Let us, in the present lamented insUmee, 
Strf, and be thankful that we can say it, ' requiesdd. 
in pace' — ^he rests in peace. And as it was the. 
Lord who gave him for a time to his relatires and 
frtends, and it is the same Lord who has been 
pleased to take bim away, let us all say, " Blessed 
be the name of the Lord P' 

There is an exquisite delicacy in the manner of 
conveying these rich consolations to a bereaTod 
spirit. A tender caution ojot to grate upcm the 
sense, by seeming to make light of that afflictioa 
i/fhich it professes to soothe, is the most importaBi 
requisite, where real sympathy would display if^ 
self. My revered friend may, in these ezlractii 
speak comfort even now to some wounded heltrt^ 
and furnish a valuable model to those whose prtvi« 
lege it is to administer comfort to others. I have 
identified die Lauristinus with this departed teach* 
er ; wd I desire to profit by the recoHection, when^ 
eirer I glance upon that luxuriant shrub ; the white 
llewers of which bear a distant resemblance to 
4mi fair blossmms of May. These usher in die 
SMnyncolotired uUendanls of bioobii&g Sprimr • *^ 
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otfiers smile upon the scene, when deserted ^i a 
by the last lingering relics of sober Autumn. 'Ihe 
Lauristinus loTes to overtop a lofty wall, -nd to 
lock out beyond its native garden, upon scenes un- 
adorned by such embellishments. It will cast its 
spreading branches over the fence, as if eager to 
beautify an uncuhivated region, and to smile where 
ifl'was dull, and barren, and uninviting. High and 
stubborn indeed is the barrier which separates the 
watered garden of the Lord's church from those 
who are not only alienated by a false and idola 
ttoos religion, but rendered more inaccessible by 
dissimilarity of language, which few, very few, 
will trouble themselves to overleap. Herein the 

Lauristinus beautifully typifies the venerable S , 

who surmounted the barrier, and spread abroad the 
gospel invitation, where, otherwise, it could not 
have come. His vigorous growth shewed how 
rich was the soil that bore him; his healthful 
abundance proved how careful the hand that train- 
ee! him : and while his aspect invited a farther ac- 
quaintance with both, his exam{de proved that no 
obstacle, really insurmountable, existed to prevent 
the external desert from becoming a garden-rthe 
waste wilderness from blossoming as the rose. 

In his own beloved, poor country, he was indeed 
a prophet :. I know not where his mantle has bllen 
—what favoured lips shall exercise the precious 
gift, so available to the souls ot his Irish^speakiog 
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neighbours : but, last spring, a young sucker from 
the ancient Lauristinus was transplanted to another 
part of my garden, to replace a stunted holly that 
would neither grow nor die. I passed it to-day, 
and most richly had it spread abroad, while burst* 
ing buds tufted every sprig that shot from am<Hig 
the dark glossy leaves in youthful luxuriance. It 
was a cheering sight : my heart bade it go on to 
grow and prosper, and beautify its new station ; 
while I secretly traced out a parallel for it, on th« 
far western coast of my beloved isle, jand confi* 
dently trusted that, from the parent tree — ^now re* 
moved to a brighter garden — ^woul^some be found 
to have sprung who shall cause the desert to re* 
joice, and make glad the solitary places with tidings 
of everlasting salvation. 

13* 



CHAPTER XII. 



THE H0LLY-BU8H 



How cheerless an aspect would oui gardens wear, 
in this dreary month of December^ had not some 
plants been indued with hardihood to retain their 
leaves, when tRe greater proportion was stripped 
bare by chilling frosts and blighting winds. It is 
a point of wisdom, plentifully \o intersperse our 
evergreens among the brighter, but more transitory 
children of summer ; and now that the dead leaves 
are finally swept off, and my garden looks once 
more perfectly tidy, I can appreciate the taste that, 
in first laying it out — long before I had ever seen 
it — ^allotted no small space to plants thjit would 
defy the season's severity. Of grass there k 
abundance ; but that being easily buried under a 
light fall of snow, I will not glory in it. There is 
a full proportion of classic laurel, the slender Alex- 
andrine, the towering Portuguese, and our mora 
common species, distinguished by the glossy polidi 
of its leaves. The fir, the cypress, and the yew, 
pie»ti.t iLcli variedi yet not dissimilar foliage : an^. 
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in a c<»8picaou8 place stands the spreading rho- 
dedendrcm, prepared to unfold its exquisite blossoms 
to the first warm breath of spring. An arbutus of 
large growth displays its mimic straw-berries, pen- 
dant among the leaves, where lately shone those 
elegant white clusters that so remarkably attract 
the TOTing butterfly, and the diligent bee. This 
tree I reckon amoDg the gems of the.gardep. 
Farther on, where my rose bushes have well nigh 
perished from the antique wall, a profusion of ivy 
flings its straggling shoots downwards from the 
summit, as if solicitous to occupy the vacant space. 
There too, the lauristinus flourishes, in full vigour 
and beauty ; while the. dwarf box, well trimmed, 
edges my flower beds, and trained into shrubs, af- 
fords a pleasant variety, where the chioa rose, re- 
tains its pale green leaf, with firm, upright buds, 
ready to expand in succession throughout the year. 
The variegated bay occupies a conspicuous post ; 
and, last not least, the Holly-bush abounds, valu- 
able as a fence, beautiful in the lustre of its hightjf' 
polished leaves, sprinkled with berries of vivid red ; 
and endeared by the sweetest, the purest, the most 
sacred associations that can interest the mind, and 
elevate the soul. 

I wish, with all my heart, that the grandsires 
and granddames of this generation would do some- 
thing to stem that sweeping tide of oblivious folly, 
yclept the march of intellect— the progress of refine- 
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ment. Is now intolerably Tulgar, insupportable 
childish, and popishly superstitious, to deck our 
liouses of Christmas-tide with the shining holly; tite^ ' 
absence of which was almost unknown among 8<Ane 
who may yet be proved to have excelled in true wis^ 
dom this our Taunted age of reason. I have fought 
niany battles with my pious friends, in defence of 
my pertinacious adherence to this good old cus- ' 
torn. Sorry should I be, to leave the holly uncrop* 
ped, or the house unadorned with its bright honours, ' 
on that most blessed anniversary. Roast beef and 
plum*pudding, home-brewed ale, and Christmas 
berries, have certainly, no necessary connection 
with the spiritual aspirations required of us ; and 
which the renewed heart will delight in breathing 
forth, while reminded, in the beautiful services of 
our scriptural church, that on the occasion com« 
memorated, a great multitude of the heavenly host 
disdained not to take the lead in songs that were 
made for poor sinners of the dust, ** Glory to God 
itk the highest, on earth peace, good-will towards 
men.^' J3ut this I will maintain, that our non-ob- 
servance of ancient usages is any thing but a proof 
of growing spirituality of feeling ; and I very much 
question whether those who contemn the sprigs of 
* Christmas' stuck over my mantle-piece in hon- 
our of this precious festival, are wiser than the 
disciples of old, who cut down branches of palm- 
trees, and strewed them in the way. 
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JPouT years since, wheo the damb boy was £Mt 
sinking under the fatal disease that, in'a few weeks, 
was to terminate his mortal career, we went oqt, 
OB Christmas eve, by his desire, to bring him 
some holly. One of our party, who to say truth, 
was then still under the dominion of popery, ciar- 
ried her zeal so far, that almost a forest was 
brought into Jack's sitting-room; and I was re-* 
monstradng, when he interrupted me with ' Grood^ 
good !' An expression of the most divine sweet- 
ness oYerspread his countenance, while, raising his 
meek eyes to me, he took a small sprig of the hol- 
ly, pricking the back of his hand with its pdnted 
leaf, and shewed me the little scars left by it. 
Theii, selecting -a long shoot, he made a dign to 
twist it about his head, described the pain that it 
would gife him to do so: and with starting teiurs 
^said, ^ Jesus Christ.' Who could fail to read in 
those eloquent looks and actions, his yiyid recol- 
lection of the crown of thorns ? He th^n pointed 
to the berries, thinly scattered on the holly bou^ ; 
and told me God put them there to remind him of 
the drops of blood that stained his Sayiour's brow, 
when 80 crowned. I stood before the boy, filled 
with conscious shame, for that I had ncTor traced 
the touching symbol : while the piteous expreamon 
of his pale countenance bespoke that exquisite reeli- 
ssation of the scene, to which I nerer could attain. 
How odd and ba|rd did I feel niy own heart to be. 
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vrhm I mji^ ef«& sm the meltiag oi dn^ "pdbjr 
boy's, itoder the sense of what bis Redeemer hM*^ 
siJfared for bim* For him^ indeed ; such an w^' 
dottbtiiig appropriation of the work to bis own 
eternal gain, few are privileged to witness — ^fewei^ 
to experience. 

After this, he requested us to surround the room 
on all sides with At holly, until be sat as in a- 
bower; and then endeaToured to instruct his sister 
on the great difference between loving the symbol 
and regarding it superstitiously. He adverted wi& 
gsief and indignation to the po{»sh chapels, wher»' 
at this season, a more abundant measure of adora* 
tion is offered at the idol shrines: and strongly 
insisted that all h<mours should be paid to the living 
God alone. 

Attached as I always was to the old custom of 
decorating our houses and churches with the holly* 
bough, it may be believed that the scene just 
sketched, left an impression not calculated to de* 
crease my partiality for the usages of other days. 
From that evening, the holly has been to mfe a 
consecrated plant: and every sprig that I havo^ 
gaUiered, has fumished nie with a text for long 
and touching meditation, on the subject of our re 
demptton, — on the character cf Him whoachtevedit 

When commencing these sketches, I proimsed 
that they should embrace none but individuals vfia: 
were kneum to me,— 4ow solenm ia the ^ieMietf^ 
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itypi^^peMitoilMU!— bafe Ikooifii Jmu Christ 
QIp to know is life eternal. Well I know my 
nyofd of kirn : my total, and everlaating ruin with 
Qf)t .Jiiai: I know his power and willingneas to 
saf#y even to the uttermoet, die very chief of ais- 
nera who come to God by him — but to aay that I 
know him^ as the dumb boy knew him» that I 
Cin with so steady a hand lay hold on Christ, as 
be^i^ made of God nnto nu^^ wisdom, and rights 
eott^ness, and sanctification, and redemption-^and 
that, loo, to the utmost bound of my necessities — 
thus to believe, and believing to rejoice, with joy 
uiispeakable and foil of glory — ^no, I dare not yet 
say it. Often haye I asked the boy, ' Does Jack 
love Jesus Christ?' The reply has always been, 
with a bright and placid smile, * Yes, Jack very 
much loves Jesus Christ — ^Jesus Christ loves poor 
Jack.' But if I ask myself, Do I love him ? I 
can but tremble, and say, ^ I desire so to do.' Yet 
Ikavethe full conviction that he has loved me, 
and given himself for me ; and if I could unlearn 
. enough to become as wise as Jack, I might attain 
to his blessed assurance. 

Taking the holly as Jack viewed it,^^s a type 
of that which is salvation to all who believe — ^how 
many interesting points of resemblance may be 
trfc^d! Passing through the highways, where 
ev^ foot is free to tread^ we mark the shining 
ei^iglKtf n, with its bright besriea, conspicuoas by 
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die road-side, imrhmg us to make die prBfee Soft 
owii, to bear it away, that our hearts may be glM^ 
dened by its verdure, more rich and durable in 
midwinter than is the foliage of summer roses. 
£ren so, saltation is found of them that seek" it 
nbt ; freely, abundantly offered to all whose eta 
the glad tidings reach ; and when by the hand of 
faith appropriated, who shall dispute the posses- 
sion ? Which of this world's fleeting glories cati 
so gladden the heart, and beautify the home of its 
proprietor, as does the unwithering leaf of him who 
is rooted and grounded in the hope of the gospel ? 

We cannot, indeed, divest the holly of its nu- 
merous thorns; neither can we separate the Chris- 
tian from his cross, or the promised hearen from 
the "much tribulation" through which it is ap- 
pointed us to attain it; but a more touching char- 
acter is imparted to those thorns, by adopting the 
idea of the dumb boy : every blessing that we 
reap from the grand work of redemption, is a me- 
mento of the sufferings of Him, upon whom the 
chastisement of our peace was laid. 

And, in those uncultivated spots where the hoHy 
_grows wild and free, by what a scene is it genc- 
'rally surrounded, at this season ! The oak thkt 
soars above, in the pride of vegetable empire, tife 
elm, and the hazle, the hawthorn and the wfld 
brier, look dark and chilling in their leafless guite - 
no verdant neighbour sympathizes with the hsSBy^ 



imt spreads its green mantle in cheerful compan- 
ioQfiiiipw No gaudy butterfly sports around it, nor 
doea the bee come forth to ply her busy trade 
aitK^og its branches. The snow-drift alone lodges 
there; and every howling wind vents upon it a 
paaalog murmur. Yet, cahn and contented, the 
bevD^ful plant uproars its head, well-pleased to 
pttt honour upon a season that few of the gay ones 
of the earth care to adorn. I should be sorry to^ 
overlook this : for it tells me of Him who came 
into this dark and stormy world, to suffer and to 
do what nothing but Almighty love could have 
sifpported or achieved; who looked for some to 
ti|ke pity, but there was none ; and for comforters, 
but found no man : — who not only bore the scorn, 
the rebuke, and the rejection of those in whose 
likeness he vouchsafed to appear, but endured the 
storms of divine wrath, the blasting of the breath 
of that displeasure which had wared hot against 
the inhabitants of the earth, and to which he pre- 
sented himself, an innocent and a^vvilling mark. 

Then the berries : what a tongue is their's, while 
tbey represent to my eye that which speaketh bet- 
ter things than the blood of Abel. Wrung forth in 
slow droppings from the agonized body, which 
sweated blood through the pressure of mental an- 
guish, before the scourge, the thorn, and the nail 
I|Ad pierced the sinless flesh of their victim, — how 
pirecious was that coin which was given to ransom 

14 
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a nvorld of lost sinners ! Who can lield h^idlff 
when invited to wash and be clean, in the por^p' 
ing fountain ? And who shall dare to exclude hiift^' 
self, or his fellow, from this sphere of an iinlinyilB# 
invitation ? 

Perchance there may be some, who will tne6» 
in my fondness for this type, an approximation to 
the popish doctrine of image-worship. We dl 
know that this abominable idolatry originated itt 
the specious contrivance of exhibiting pictures and 
images in the churches, that, by visible objects, 
the gazers might be stirred up to a more perfect 
realization of what was taught from the pulpit. I 
should be sorry to incur such suspicion ; but, a« 
the introduction of holly-boughs into our temples, 
or the placing of a few sprigs over our fire-places, 
has never yet issued in any thing heterodox, as far 
as I can discover, I must still plead for the dear 
old custom ; still wreathe the holly with the misle- 
toe, in grateful acknowledgment of the mercy that 
rescued my country from the darkness of heathen- 
ism — ^from the sanguinary rites that once polluted 
the, shadow of her majestic oaks. That kingly 
tree, himself denuded by the hand of winter, can 
yield no foliage to honour our sacred festival ; but * 
sends the little misletoe, his foster-child, to do 
homage in his stead. Alas, for England when she 
shall discontinue the observances of her pious re* * 
formers, her martyrs, and apostles of a brighter 
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4ftf*i I ga^ni thai tbese are only shadows; yel, 
w^Q the sun shines brightly, what body is with- 
out one ? It may be our pride to cast away such 
A^de^; but when I can no longer trace them, I 
^m inclined to apprehend, either that the substance 
biis melted away, or that the sun-beam falls not so 
<^learly as it was wont to do. 

Yet not alone to the sufferings of a crucified 
l^nour do I hold the holly sacred. I know that 
He who once came to visit us in great humility 
shall yet come again in bis glorious majesty, to 
judge both the quick and dead. I know that he 
will appear, in the splendours of immortality, in 
the grandeur of his Almighty power, while the 
wrecks of all that this world cherishes, of pomp, 
and pride, and greatness, shall crumble beneath, 
his feet, and pass away like the last fragments of 
November's shriyelled leaves before the whirlwind 
Then every eye shall see him, and they also whicl^ 
pierced him, and all the kindreds of the earth shall 
wail because of him. No longer stained with the 
<urimson drops of his own life-stream, his vesture 
shall then be dipped in the blood of his enemies. 
He, who, with tears and groans, achieved, unas- 
sisted, the work of our redemption, shall then 
fdone tread the great wine-press of the wrath of 
God Then his enemies shall feel his band : tar 
he will tread them in his anger, and trample them 
M bis fury, and their blood shall be sprinkled upoa 
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hia garments. Lorely and precious indeed is 
accepted Saviour, to the souls who have made him 
their refuge : terrible, beyond what heart can con- 
ceire, will be the slighted, the rejected, Saviour, 
to those who, going on frowardly in the way of 
their own hearts, make light of his offered salva 
tion, and treasure up for themselves the most 
dreadful of all inflictions — ^the wrath of the Lamb, 
I am deeply convinced, that an apprehension of 
being led into the unscriptural lengths to which 
some have carried their speculations on unfulfilled 
prophecy, drives many into the opposite extreme 
of shrinking from the contemplation of that which 
is clearly revealed. Our Lord has given us a 
solemn, a reiterated injunction to watch for those 
things that, in the fulness of time, shall come to 
pass : he has made his warnings profitable to every 
intermediate period of the church ; but, inasmuch 
as it is not his will to add another revelation to 
what is already perfect, he has laid down marks 
and signs whereby his people may safely judge 
when the events predicted are about to take place; 
Around us, in this our day, every sign is rapidly 
accumulating, — and shall we close our eyes to the 
awful fact ? — shall we refuse to watch, and to ex- 
pect the fulfilment to which God himself vouch* 
safes to direct our attention? — ^shall we arraign his 
wisdom, in preparing us for those things that are 
beginning to come upon the earth? Long has 
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ISataa triumphed oyer all that was created so beau* 
tiful and good, crushing it into a scene of wintry 
devastation, and sending across it many a storm, 
originating hi the perverted elements ot depraved 
humanity; and surely it is a glorious hope that 
spreads before us a speedy termination to this sa 
tanic reign — that gives promise of another and a 
brighter spring ; when the Sun of Righteousness 
shall arise and shine, throughout the wide range 
jof otir beautiful sphere, and the kingdoms of this 
^orld shall become the kingdom of our God, and 
of his Christ. 

14* 
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CHAPTER Xni. 



THB CHRISTMAS ROSB. 



•A HAPPT new year.' — ^Prom how many thousands 
of Toices is that greeting heard ! I love to recerre 
it even when friendships are so young, that it iir 
the first occasion offered of exchanging the kindly 
salutation; but thertf^is a feeling that does not 
display itself; an under-current, deep and strong, 
rolling over the graves of by-gone years, and 
sounding in secret a knell that is not heard amid 
the cheerful tones of the upper world. True, by 
the mercy of God, a happy new year may be mine ; 
truly happy, if his grace render it a year of spirit* 
ual improvement, of perceptible progress towards 
the consummation of all real bliss: but flesh ia 
very slow to receive such interpretation of a tenft 
long applied to the pleasant things of lime and 
sense; and instead of being rejoiced at having 
learned the truest meaning of an abused term,— of 
being brought to understand the right appropriatioii 
of the emphatic words, 'Happy are ye,' — how 
prone are we to look back upon the worldly wob^ 
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itance — or worldly shadows — ^that we have bertei^ 
ed ; while the pearl of great price, though perhaps 
acknowledged to be our own, may lie before us 
almost unheeded-— certainly undervalued — ^as the 
regretful sigh escapes. 

This, at least, is my case : knowing and closing 
with the announcement, that we must through 
much tribulation enter the kingdom of heaven; 
and being well assured, that He who spake the 
word, "In the world ye shall have tribulation,^ 
liath in him no variableness, neither shadow of 
turning; how wonderful it is that every light afBic- 
tion, sent to wean me from earth, should be re- 
garded as a strange thing; and a sort of careful 
account-book kept from year to year, of what has 
been done against my will, though in answer to 
my prayers : as I number successive bereave- 
ments, and secretly ask, " was there ever any sor- 
row like my sorrow, wherewith the Lord hath af- 
flicted me ?" I meet a funeral party, perhaps m 
my daily walk, and compassionate thoughts may 
follow the weeping mourners, as they hold their 
•ad, slow progress towards the grave: but the 
emotion is very transient, and the scene soon fades 
into forgetfulness ; but when I betake myself to 
the numbering of my past funerals, when I con- 
template some dreary blank left in my bosom by 
the removal of a cherished object, it will almost 
that all other griefs are common and poor — 



Biine only deserviDg to be cbnxiided in ihatB 
ileehly tables of the heart, which God has pT«f>aMidl 
f^r the reception of his own laws — the maaifoki 
tokens of his unchangeable and everlasting love. ; 

All this, or something resembling it, has doahU 
less been said or sung, on a topic, as old, nearly, 
M the globe which we inhabit. Nevertfaelefif^ I 
have repeated it, in order to account for zny pecu^ 
•liar taste in new-years'* salutations. I love tke oU 
custom, and cannot dispense with it among friends; 
but my special delight is to exchange greetings 
with some little flower that may have outlived the 
prefatory blasts of mid-winter, and lingered to 
welcome another year. In seasons of severityj 
when intense frost has cut down, or deep snow 
overlaid the tender blossoms, I am driven to my 
in-door collection; but far better do I love to 
search the garden, the hedge-row, and the field; 
if perchance some native production may revrard 
my diligent scrutiny. 

There is one, not uncommon at this season ; tb0 
Christmas rose. It is the saddest, in aspect, of 
the numerous family that bear that distinguished 
nanoe: but the scene where I first remember to 
have met with it was characterized by any thing 
rather than sadness. 

It was a new-year's party of youthful guests, 
saany being accompanied by their elder coonesi^ 
ions, at the house of an opulent and most hoapj^ 
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(alKly, IB my native place. Tbe noble sk* 
Ima^ wkh his attendant turkey, not then considered 
ItttmttTe even at three o'clock, having led the van 
of a most substantial dinner, a body of much 
^g^r auxiliaries brought up the rear. As a finale^ 
after my plumb-pudding, I received a portion of 
iweet jelly : and with it one of the Christmas 
looses that, mingled with sprigs of myrtle and ge* 
fanium, had graced the epergne. I was then 
about nine years old, and have a distinct recollec 
lion of sitting, with my eyes cast down on the 
flower, — ^which I retained to the close of the feadt, 
----while innumerable thoughts arose, forming a 
link hardly broken at this distant day, between my 
then habits and enjoyments, and that world of 
flowers of which a few fragments were scattered 
before me. 

I know that, when our glasses were replenished, 
with orange wine, to drink a happy new-year all 
round, the Christmas rose which I held in my 
liand formed a portion of my new-year's happi- 
Bess, by no means inconsiderable : and strange is 
^e vision that flits before my mind's eye, when, 
under similar circumstances, I now meet one of 
that unpretending race. I can better bear to go 
back so far, than to let my thoughts rest* half-way 
between that early period and the present. I can- 
not wish myself a child again, even in my saddest 
is^ments : for who that has trod so fsr on a thorny 



j>ath would desire to retrace the whole roed! JRtt 
the new year's salutations that ensued, when ohM« 
hood had ripened into youth, and, yet mor#,.ikoia 
^ which gladdened seasons of longer 
oh, it is hard to feel that they must never 
be Biine ! 

The happiest part of the happiest new year, Wi« 
that, when I could reiterate the wannest wishes^qf 
the season x8 one on whom I might look with the 
•veet retrospections, combined with recent fe|Ui» 
and present security, so beautifully expressed id 
tiiose simple lines, 

* We twa ha*e rin about the braee, 

And puM the gowaiu fine, 
Bat we've wandei'd monj a weaiy fbot 

Bin' anld laag-ejrne, 
We twa ha*e paidlet i' the burn 

Frae mornings san till dine, 
But seas between us braid ha*e roar» 

Sin' auld lang sfne.* 

JNo : this world can afford us nothing, fully to oo- 
cupy the chasm that remains, after the remoYal of 
an object endeared by first and fondest associations. 
Some, I know, have not their warm affections ful^ 
drawn out until, beyond the circle of their hoa^ 
they meet with one capable of attracting them : 
and, no doubt, the feeling is then more intense, and 
absorbing; .but as deep it cannot be: because it 
eannot carry its-associations so £eur back, into eas^ 
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years ; nor tnct the ht^j tie entwined evea amid 
tile ecenes uid smisatioQs of childhood, to wfaicfa 
nd human bmig can avoid sometimes recurring 
uriAk fond recollection. But, whatever may have 
been the duration of such endearing attachmentSi 
that chasm of which I speak can never be filled 
np. It is as when a mould is delicately taken from 
a peculiar countenance ; with which no other fea- 
titres will be found exactly to correspond. The 
iiiany miQions of eaxth's inhabitants may be num* 
bered ever in vain, to discover a face upon which 
that mould shall fit : resemblances there are, aad^ 
strong ones ; but a counterpart the world cannot 
fttmish-^he mould will remain, an unappropriated 
memento of what we can no more recdl. It may 
multiply by thousands the lifeless images of what 
once was ; but the reality is gone forever. 

What then remains ? Something which is not 
in the world's gift. We have a better and more 
enduring substance, capable of so filling every 
vlicancy, that we should have nothing to repine at, 
if we would avail ourselves of it. " A shadow thi^ 
departetfa," is legibly written on every created 
thing around us : this we know ; and is it not 
strange that, having seen the most predous oi - 
these shadowy possessions elude our eager hoM» 
«id vanish away, we should rather love to look 
abeut for something equally insecure, whereon to ^ 
Uvish our disappointed afiections, than turn at once 
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to thai which, whothar in time or in eternity, fftdblh 
not away ? -It is the weightiest, part of the curse 
that so presses our soi^s into the dust, inclining w 
to lade ourselves with thick clay, in the face of 
the acknowledged fact, that it must crumble and. 
fall off. I task myself continually with the diffi- 
cult work of a{q[>lying this lesson, so easily learnt 
in word ; so hard to reduce to practice : but while 
I treasure up with jealous care the fragments of 
e?ery broken tie, and would not relinquish one of 
them, noff forget how the bursting of it rent my in* 
most heart, I am ever ready to the unwise occupa- 
tion of forming new ones, to be in like manner 
served, and to plant an additional pang. It is 
partly a consciousness of this that sends me to the 
flowers of my new year's greeting: they are nof . 
individualized, like the loved ones of my own race. 
I can take a Christmas rose, and» in every point, 
identify it with the first that attracted my childish 
notice. It seems to be an actual relic of the scene 
so gay in lengthened distance ; it has, I know not 
how, outlived the bloom of all, the mortal existence 
of many, whose laughing countenances shone round 
me that day. By being the representative of a 
whole assemblage, some of whom are now on 
their way rejoicing, together with me, that they 
hsive been led to seek a city which hath foundations, 
the sigh of regret is softened as I gaze on the 
flower, and I feel an acquiescence in the commm 



lot tifiiqr species; a ttonkfalftess far mereieg p«rt ; 
a iiAoerfa] trnst in the word of those good proimftet 
Vet io be fuliHIed, and a readiness to go forwave^ 
after marking the Eben-ez«v that I have been 
constrained to set up at the close of every fleeting 
year. 

^Bnt this is not a chapter on flowers — ^itis a' 
diapter on new years, very barren of incident, and 
too ^ague to be classed with your floral biogra* 
phy.' Have patience, dear reader; I will slok 
leave you without singling one from the many 
cheerful assemblages that the Christmas rose has 
graced, from time to time, before or since it at* 
tiracted my especial notice. 

Even prior to the period alluded to, while I was 
yet but a very little girl, I had ctften been the fa- 
vourite playfellow of one who had a nearer claim 
than the tie of mere acquaintanceship. His slory 
is touching ; and I will give it briefly. He was 
bom in a distant country, and came among us to 
be educated : many years old^ than myself, lean 
but remember him as. a tall youth, when I was a 
child: but many little recollections confine to 
make his image familiar to my mind's eye. Hav* 
ing completed his studies in England, he left mir 
shores, highly accomplished, and returned to the 
besom of a family whose pride he was. Not long 
lAer, he was unhappily led, by llie influence of 

ieiM who knew how to work on his chivalric char 
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•ctar, to aoetpl a dMnguislied rank in a uriH m^ 
nmaa^ ei^ijedtlioii, plamiad by iome entliiismBlii^ 
woSSibnj men, to tSect a landing, and tb exdie a^ 
rorohilion, in tke Soadi American teiiitoriea tit 
Spam. 

The result was disastrous : the landing took 
place ; but in an action with the coloiiistSy a great 
numiber of the invading party were killed, some 
saTod tbemselTes by precipitate flight, and the re- 
mainder were made captire. Among the latter, 
was my old playmate and kinsman ; and the intel- 
ligence soon reached his distracted parents, that 
their belored son was condemned to labour for life, 
in the mines of Peru ! 

His father, who possessed high daims on the 
confidence and cimsideration of the British govern- 
m^t, hastened to make known his afflictive case ; 
and letters were given to him from various mem- 
bers of the Royal Family, and from distinguished 
official men, to the court of Spain. Thither sped 
die anxious father; and by persevering impcnrtu- 
nity, obtained, though with great difficulty, the pre- 
cious boon — ^an order for his son's inamediate re- 
lease — ^wjth this he again crossed the Atlantic, and 
had the unspeakable delight of delivering the peer 
captive, and conducting him once mere to the arma 
of a rejoicing mother, a fond circle of brothers and 
si^rs, to whom he appeared as one alive from die 
dead. Very sweet is my recollection of &e juhSee 



W y <Wg ^% vImii fhoM gM taditofi mnelMd luafinr 
jM.icieiKb : mul our joy Wat iocr^ased, when ki*^ 
|bB(Md that 1h^ ccHMidered bis hiqppiiieM mcoiik^ 
pjbalfki.uotil he /should have receiyed in poffioo ib^ 
eongratulaiioDs of those by whom he had bean fo 
jfiVkg ic^aided as a son and a brother, 
: .With this object in yi^w^ be repaired to one oC 
Ihe West Indian Isles; from whence a yesselwa^ 
about to sail for our shores. She was Very uiifit» 
in the judgment of many, for a long voyage ; but 
wr young friend's ardent character prevailed over 
^prudential considerations — he wpuld not brook, de^ 
lay. He sailed-^and we reeeiyed tidings of the 
day and hour when he left the port: but other 
4idiQgB never, never came, of the yessel.or her 
freight. 

Often haye we sat round the fire-side of the 
venerable and yenerated individual, who, with 
«A^emal fondness looked upon three generations 
-oi her numerous progeny : and while the tale of 
her darling grandson was again and again recounts ' 
ad, we haye talked of pirates, and of shipwrecka^ 
on desolate .places, whence after a long lapse of 
years the objects who were mourned as dead, 
have returned to overwhelm their sorrowing friends 
miih unlooked-for joy. We have talked, until a 
«Dock ai the hall-door, or the sound of a man's 
Toic^ from without, has sent the thrill of undefined 
sopectation through oumy a bosom; to be sue- 
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OMkd by Ibe stattiiig tMur, and hatfmtMMl wU# 
per of| 'HU poor Molher ! whal nrast »fo fMf 
It is true that the outline alone of tMs sad story-^ 
imlNresaed on my mind ; but it is strongly engravet 
duBie : and firom it I hare drawn lessons of thank«* 
folness under all my most trying afiliciiims. In 
•fery case, I had at least a melancholy certain^ : 
I have not been left to endure the long torture <i£ 
Iici6cking h<^>e — of that wild» obstinate clinging i» 
bate and meagre possibility that the sorrows ef 
wty soul might be suddenly turned into unspeaka^ 
bli, worldly, joy. We do not half consider the 
tal^nmre ef mercy that is giren to sooth our bitter- 
«il grief. We do not, as we mi^t, take a surrey 
of what others hare had lo encounter, when worm* 
wood has been added to their gall. There are 
some who would barter all the comforts left in 
tiieir lot^ for that wliich may be oiur deepest grief 
—the sight of a quiet grave, where the hearths 
most cherished treasure peacefully moulders be- 
neath. They could be resigned, if they assuredly 
knew that all was indeed over: but that erud 
phantom of hope for ever flits before their eyes 4 
and the sfHrit cannot rest— cannot tarn away- from 
the pictures that imagination is constantly pour-^ 
traying, of what may be reserved of future dis- 
c6Tery, and reunion here. In ordinary cases, the 
vacated seat is again occupied : and the heart 
«aii struggle into acquiescence that so it should be : 
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tst tks fe» those, to wbose sight a vacancy ever 
ajqMarSy which they cannot but feel may yet again 
1>e filled by the loved object to whom it was ap> 
fyropriated ! There is balm, indeed, for the Chris* 
tian thus circumstanced : his faith is put into a 
more ti]ring furnace : and a hi^r exercise of it 
demanded: but as his day, so shall his strength 
be. God doth not willingly afflict ; this cross, and 
none other, was prepared for the individual, with a 
purpose of mercy for which he shall here glorify 
God in the fires of tribulation, and hereafter in the 
felicity of his eternal kingdom. Living or dead> 
the eye of the Father is upon all : and the sorrow** 
fol, the conditional prayer, with its heart*lvealdng 
clauses, * if yet he liveth,' may be receiving m 
answer little understood by the tearful sopplicaat; 
or, should the subject of it have indeed passed be*> 
yond this mortal scene, and thus be moved out of 
the reach of our intercession, such prayer may 
return to the bosom that breadies it, with a blei^' 
sing beyond his hopes. 

Over his providential dealings, the Lord some* 
times draws a thick veil ; and upon ita surface wft 
discern onlv these words. ** Trust in Him at al 
times." May He enable the afflicted soul to rev* 
pond, " Tliough He slay me, yet wiU I tnM in 
Him.* 



CHAPTER xnr. 



THE PURPLE CROCUS. 



To those who admit — ^and who can deny it ? — ;thai 
flowers are a special and most unmerited gift to 
fani^lteD the path which man's transgressions hare 
ilarkened widi sadness, and strewn with thocss, it 
18' a touching circumstance that, be the seasons 
what they may, there is no month in the twelve 
without its attendant blossoms. If the human eye 
fMsessed a micoscropic power, what a spectacle 
id be«uty would burst upon it, and that too in 
wintry Ume^ among the family of mosses alone ! 
But such not being the extent of the visual organ 
ontrusted to us, we are not left to go groping about 
with glassies. Enough is given to common ken to 
prompt a song of praise^ ''Wonderful are thy 
works, Lord God Almighty !" 

It is a peculiar feature in this part of those won-r 
derful works, that, although we lack not tall shrubs^ 
•Ten trees, that win the upturned eye to explore 
the abundance of their beautiful tints, still the &r 



gfdftter portion of our most ralued flowors dmr 
the gaze downwards, by their lowly stature ; while 
their own faces, raised to heaven, set us the exam- 
ple of looking thitherward. It is remarkable that 
the blossoms of lofty plants are most frequently 
pendulous ; those of the dwarf &mily the reverse. 
The golden clusters of the beautiful labufnum, and 
the shining silver of the yet lovelier acacia — how 
gracefully they bend and fall, as though ashamed 
of being pjaced so high ; while the innocent daisy, 
made to be trampled on, and her neighbour, the 
spruce little butter-cup, lift up their broad bright 
eye, in unre^rved freedom. Thus the great one 
of the earth, when touched by divine grace, rejoices 
to be brought down, and the brother of low degree . 
can also rejoice in that he is exalied into a great* 
ness that the world knows not of. 

This is a dreary season ; bleak winds are iabroad 
and the frequent snow-drift oppresses every bough* 
The holly's bright berry peeps out here and there ; 
but for flowers I may search in vain among the 
branches. I must look lower, and there they are 
— the regiments of soldiers, as my childish fancy 
termed them, that fail not to start up, -keeping their 
appointed ranks in resolute defiance of all the ar- 
tillery of winter. Far less elegant than the snow* 
drojlf the CROCUS yet possesses a sprightly grace 
peculiar to itself. The former seems to endure 
adversity ; the htter to laugh at it. I alKide to tho 
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W^ yailoir qiecies, sheddiog a isSBiic smifthte^ 
i^KNi beds of snow : there are olhere of the fymif 
neve sober in aspect; looking tranquilly cooiear 
m the spot where they bare been placed ; and, nn* 
der all attendant circumstances^ placidly cheerfoL-^ 
They seem to say, * It is but for a little while ; 

The itorm of wiatiy time thftU ^cUj pass, 

and we will not murmur that we at present feel 
their seTcrity.* 

The yellow crocus was my favourite in very 
early years; but a small portion of experience 
sufficed to transfer my preference to its purple 
brother : and to it is attached a particular train of 
thought, now connecting in my mind its lowly sta* 
tion, and its quiet hue, with the memory of a 
humble, yet most vigorous and happy Chridtian^ 
who, just as the earliest crocus was peeping forth 
in my garden, received his summons to depart and 
be with Christ. 

He was an aged man ; the inmate of an alms* 
house ; situated, happily for him, on the confines 
of a church-yard. When first I knew him, he 
was drawing spiritual nourishment from the minis- 
trations of a pastor whom he most dearly loved ; 
snd who seemed to have been commissioned to 
hold a temporary charge in that parish, foiFlht 
purpose, among many others, Of more brightly 
trimming the lamp of old B. At our frequent 
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mtitin gg in the spacioQB schcxilHrooBi, jmt by his 
cgtt li ge , bow rejoicingly did the Tenera|de bdie¥«r 
Uirten to his pastor's ezhortation^-how dcToulIy did 
fa^&lldown before the Lord^ in fervent prayer-^ 
aiid what a privilege was it reckoned, among the 
Christians near his usual seat, to assist his treoik* 
ling hands in turning over the leaves <^ the hymn- 
book: or to hold a candle near the page, assisting 
Ha dim $ight, while hb low, but distinct accents 
swelled the song of praise ! Often had I the 
delight of thus assisting him : and never shall I 
lose the remembrance of his bending figure and 
striking countenance. There was a singular in- 
tellectual character about. the latter: his broad, 
feU, lofty brow, and the fine expansion of his bald 
head> added to a reaUy pleasing cast of features, 
noTer failed to arrest an observant eye ; and I have 
rarely noticed a manner so marked by perfect jm- 
pti^ty, among those of his humble rank, who hate 
beoi hailed as brethren beloved by men very much 
flieir superiors in worldly station. Old B. never 
aipired to rise above the level of a poor man in an 
ahnshouse; nor did he ever sink below that of 
tl& conscious heir to an everlasting and glorious 
kingdom. 

After observing him at the prayer-meetings and 
the church, and ascertaining that my very favcnrabie 
impressions were rather below than above what 
liis character would justify) 1 one day met him in 
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ft Utile nnral kiia, oiryiag m his bhwi handkumMfaf 
•ome poftum that had been givea ium {90m. 4m 
krder of a rich person; end kindly saluting kim 
iff aamey I asked, * Axe yon traTelling ibe safe e^ 
pleasant road, with the Loid Jesns Christ ;l|r 
conqpany T He lodced at me, the tremor eC }m 
frame increasing greatly from emotion^ and ^fmUff 
answered, ' I hope I am, lady, I hope I am ; aid 
so are yoo ;\ and then, aftor a short pause, hp 
rather abruptly resumed, *I have been thinking 
that we don't pray enough ; we should pray foriril 
—especially for the Lord's people. We should 
pray particularly for those God lores— don't you 
think so?' I readily assented, and he continue^; 
'And for the wicked : there would not be so mw^ 
wickedness in the world, if we prayed as W!e 
^OQght. God hears prayer : he he^'s my prayess 
^-«nd if I do not pray, I sin against him. But 
particolarly for the Lord's people-— for praying 
people,' — and with a respectful bow he went oi, 
evidently pursuing the same train of though!, 
which had not been interrupted by my unexpected 
address. 

After this, we never met without a cordial greel 
ing ; and on one occasion I saw him, when retom-v 
ittg from a scene to me. most precious. A poei 
Romanist who had, under the power of the gospel, 
declared in his own native Irish, renounced all )4» 
fearful erross, and become a simple believer in 
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«Aiotti'QtiMen be adored*' It was quite a relief to 
aq^ fttll heart to descrjr old B. feebly adranciiig 
aloiig my road: I flew to him, and told him dw 
gtadtiditfgs, that the poor num had died moit hap- 
py ki his Saviour. He lifted hie hands and eyes, 
in eMemn fervour, ejaculating^ * How gracioi» He 
'ia I a soul is precious :' and went on his way re« 
joiofBg, in broken phrases, with a joy so calm and 
teautifal that it redoubled the gladness of my 
heart. 

But a trial was in ,st(nre for old B. which had 
this alleviation, that every Christian in the place 
brgely participated in his sorrow. The Pastor so 
dear to him and to us was about to leave a sphere 
of labour where God had most signally blessed his 
work : and I never, during the sad weeks that in- 
tervened between the announcement of this event 
and its occurrence, met old B. that he did not lay 
hold on my wrist to support him, under excessive 
tMmor, and weep, while he uttered his lamenta- 
ttORS. The flock over whom our pastor had pre* 
mded, presented him with an elegant and costly 
' Uksa of their grateful affections: it was altogether 
spontaneous; and meant to be confined to the 
more affluent : but there was no resisting the tears 
of the poor, as they proffered then: shillings or six- 
pences ; and old B. was among the first to li^ 
down his oflforing. It was beavtifol to witness the 
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stmigth of Ui all«ciiiQ«at ; mtAxaimgyftryli^iilf* 
in love for his work's sake the «aiba8sad«f -,oCr 
Christy who had delivered maoy a sweedy eocpuf^ ; 
ageing message to his soul : yet it was iixe Lqpb^'^ 
will to permit the afflictiye loss, and he strove afteic 
submission. But never, from that period, did^he- 
nseet me without grasjMng my arm, and sorrowftdl?. 
adverting to our bereavement 
• But the summons came at last ; and after a feiigc 
days of suffering, I was told that his end drew, 
nigh; Wishing once more to receive his patriar*. 
chal blessing, I repaired to lus alms-house, accom- 
panied by the same valued pastor, — ^who had never 
relinquished the intercourse of Christian brother- 
hood with this endeared member of his former 
flock — and also by one whose hoary head being 
found in the way of righteousness, wore a far 
brighter crown of glory than the coronet that told 
of his rank among the nobles of the land. Ob, 
bow beautiful it was to see the peer and the pau- 
per, both of very advanced age,, looking together 
into an eternity that .was to irradiate both w^th 
light and joy ! One, sweetly sinking into the 
grave, like a shock of corn fully ripe for the gar 
ner, and the other, with a heavier weight of years^ 
aiKi an added weight of worldly wealth and honours 
to oppress him, alen, hale, vigorous, and running 
with patience and joy the race set before him ! As 
the snowy lock^ of one drooped over the humble fi^rm 
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of'ftti etj^og brother, wbat eouU I oovqiMure Im 
to, btt tile towering acacia, beoding its flowaiBg 
fattnebed, more graceful in humility from th^ir rtatu • 
1%) etdra^fon ; and while the h> wly mao, from his pooB, 
tsm clean pillow looked up to the counlenance of his 
bii^Ted pastor, catching every sound that issued |ron^ 
Ms lips, as a gracious message from the L<»^ his 
6t)d-^then turned his dim eyes to acknowledge the 
gentle words of encouragement added by the. un- 
known, but noble and venerri^le. stranger, who 
dieered him with the breathings of his own spiijl 
in the same delightful theme— what was old B/ 
but. the antitype of my purple crocus, looking |brt&^ 
from its unadorned resting-place through ^ the 
doudy dispensations of a winter's day, to catch thei 
sunbeam from afar, and to prove to every beholden 
that, in spite of adverse seasons, or any cooibina^ 
tion of untoward circumstances, God's tender noer- 
cies are over all his works. 

I received the old man's blessing, and left hia 
peaceful abode, to ramble wide and long amid, the 
chastened beauties of a shining winter's day^ . My 
thoughts were very sad : 1 knew that, notwith« 
standing the frequent benefactions of those around 
him, old B. had sujBPered much from poverty. His 
nttle room contained a box well stored with moneyi 
Collected by him for die missionary work ; but his 
own possessions were scanty indeed. He was not 
without claims oi kindred, which, vwtb his tend^ 
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and kPfiog ipirit, ndtieed a ebvnto of ilwt 4Mf» 
Stolid, that be n^t istfibtar to the lon^poral 
waiitti df otkora. Slany k fiule gilt, bolh of •«iOM|r 
ind clo^itig, OD]y caoie into iiit povfoaeioR t& 1i^ 
Iminodtately transferred to thoae who oecupied hia^ 
anxious thooghta. Living in an ahns-hoiwey htr 
Iras rich in alm8*deeds. Hhnielf sapfKnted bf 
eharity, his charitaUe works to odiera had'ao^ 
bounds but those of his ttasited means. I knew 
that he oft^ shivered in the wihtry bhst, after 
having assisted to clothe those who could not faeifi 
theraselres : and I fek a pang» that was only to be 
soothed by stedfiistly looking to the inheritance 
npon which I knew he was soon to enter : had I 
known that he woukl be with his L<Mrd in so few 
hours as actually did intervene, I riioald have ex* 
perienced more unmingled joy. 

I could not but feel greatly depressed, in com- 
paring my own opportunities, and the uae made of 
them, with those of the aged pauper. I longed 
lor a portion of his self-denying zeal, in every 
good work : and I realized, in a peculiar manner, 
the sanctifying power of the Holy Ghost, as mani* 
fested in the poor of this world, rich in faith, and 
heirs of the kingdom. In them, it shines out with 
a lustre not to be mistaken-^they are e[Hstles of 
Christ, known and read of all men. '' Blessed art 
ye, poor," was continually in my mind) juid happy 
k is, thought I, as I' looked on my two compan 






WMi \tn¥ ^ i^^hat tbe blessedo^s embraces the 
^fffi io, spirit also — that, though not many^ yet 
9fjffi^ ripby £K>me wise, sooie noble are calledi and[ 
TjflfA^ partakers of the like precious faith. Exter- 
^ thiagfs never appeared to me so valueless, nor. 
flem^d things more important. Who would not 
Vd;ia|^ the pauper's dwelling, sqbsist by labour, qi 
on charity, through life, and owe at last a coffin 
^k1 « grave to the hand of casual bounty, so that 
be might but ^ read his title clear to mansions in 
the skies.' Who would be trusted with wealth, or 
be surrounded by pleasurable allurements, calcula 
ted to steal away his heart from God ? Oh, it is a 
mighty power put forth by Omnipotence itself, that 
raises the base, and brings down the lofty to the 
same safe level ! The work is marvellous, worthy 
to be had in daily and hourly remembrance, that 
takes away the stony heart out of our flesh, and 
gives us a heart of flesh. Behold a mixed multi- 
tude, in any given place, not set apart for uses de- 
cidedly sinful, or exclusively spiritual, but where 
the denizens of the district are thrown together, and 
consider the awful line of demarcation which sep- 
arieites them into two companies, — ^however in man's 
aighl they are blended in one — distinct as heaven and 
hell. A full acquaintance with the private history and 
esqperience of each, would show that the ogerations 
pf sovereign grace are totally irrespective of every na- 
. ural or incidental distinction. It would prove, beyond 



184 tHE PUItPLB CORCVS. 

• • • . 

controversy, that those who are lost perish by ttieir 
own wilful act ; while such as are saved escape 
the same fearful doom by an act of unsought mer * 
cy — ^free and as unsearchable as that which brings 
the crocus from the frozen grotmd, and bids it 
bloom, in vigorous life, amid the dark, cold world 
of leafless trees, and the torpor of suspended vege- 
tation. 



OfiAPTffil XY. 



THB HYACINTH. 



Has any ptiorson ever sees a vulgar-looking flower ? 
It is cii«toQuury» I knowi to call weeds yulgar; but 
that is an idle distinction, not admissible by any 
flfOffisty to say nothing of botanists ; because some 
of ^e most exquisitely elegant of the race are 
trodden under our feet on the heaths, and plucked 
by children from the way«-side hedge-row* Is the 
daisy vulgar? no, that * wee, moden^, crimson-tip- 
ped flower" has been suz^ into importance. Is 
the poppy ? Why, if the common single species, 
that waves its loose petals aqiong our com, were 
iBlroduQsd as a rare exotic, crowds would press to 
examine and to ^ogize the depth of its splendid 
lint, with the singular mixture of jet black, so rare 
Mooiig the flowers. The dandelion, scornfully ex- 
p^ed from our gardens, is a minature sun, with 
its radialing petals of bright gold : and thus 
throng every family of every tribe may be traced 
the workings of a skillrthat cannot be ungraceful. 
He«iev#r, I wtUmgly admit that s<Hiie flowers 
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«re pfe-eminent in elegance of structure, eta^a^ 
noany others into corapanittTe shade ; and if I pM« 
'er, on a very uncongenial day in Febuaiy, to re* 
main within doors, and solace myself with ihe 
small garden that my stand e^diibits, and what I 
bave forced into bloom before they could hare 
reared their heads above the surface of the frozen 
ground, I have a proof before me, that, among the 
native productions of our soil (and I deal with no 
other in these pages,) there are some that, f^ 
beauty of form and colouring, and richness of per- 
fume, may vie with the proudest offspring of war- 
mer latitudes. Behold the glass that adorns my 
mantle-piece, and tell me where to look for a love- 
lier flowret than the tall, rich, doable fayadnth that' 
shoots from it in a living plume t I have watched 
its progress, from the first putting forth of those 
delicate suckers, whereby the watery nutriment is 
drawn up to the roots, until every white petal bed 
unfolded, streaked vnth a warmer tint of ro6e-<^l« 
our ; and the whole flower stood arrayed in the 
majestic grace which now clothes it. 

There are few positions more favoumUe to tf 
prolonged reverie than that whioh I rarely induce 
in — a seat just opposite the fire, when a cloudy day 
is about to close, and prudence recommends a riiort 
season of Y)erfect idleness, after an early dinner, to 
avoid the head-ache, that might, by too sudden a* 
return to study, be induced : verifying the bone - 



m^^f^ti * BHse haste than good speed.* My mom- 
si||^# reftdioig, too, has been of a character ths^ re . 
<pmes digeetimi: that paragon of memorialists, 
isAm Fexe, has spread its mighty folio to my gase; 
and in the fire that burns before me, I can fancy 
the forms of herdc sufferers, chained to the stake, 
apd mouldering away s^d devouring flames. I 
loved John Foxe dearly, befdie I could well sup« 
pprt one of his ponderous volumes : and many a 
time my little heart has throbbed almost to bursts 
ing, when, having deposited the book in a chairi^ 
a«d opened its venerable leaves, I leant iqpon the 
yage, to pore over the narrative of s(»ne godly 
r^iartyr. E^)ecially did I love to read of Latimer 
and Ridley — ^those twins, born into the kingdom el 
^ory togeiher. At the age of seven years I mad» 
acquaintance with the beloved martyrologist ; andr 
great cause have I to be thankful for the impress 
nxms then left upon my infant mind. Fapts are 
rtuUxMm ibii^; and I have found the reooid ol 
those facts a valuable safeguard against attempts 
^that were made to undermine my protestantism, 
before I was sufficiently grounded in the fieiith of. 
Ibe gospel to oppose them with the invincible 
slneld. 

^Bttt why dw^l on such themes now? The 
days of martyrdom haTe long since passed away; 
In England, 9X least, we know nothing of dto 



Tme» so far as regaids the opM fieteici^ lk0F 
CMld take away a nmn's Kfe, under the Mnctioii^ 
of citB and ecclesiastical laiw : but do yoa b*e?^ 
that the spirit of popery is, in oor day, oae whit 
changed from what it was, when Smithfield kuH 
died her faggots, to send the souls of God^ peo^llo^ 
in fiery chanots to heavea ? No ! it is the dee|»^ 
device of the papacy to wrap its thunders ift n 
elood that none can penetrate — watching for m 
season that, by the infinite mercy of God, is yet 
•etarded, when they naay again be hurled, w«h 
Uighting fury, upon the land iksX shall lie expose 
ed to their bolts. 

I have been naarrelling at the rapid change 
wrought since I placed that root in the glass ; » 
rtrnpelese, unpromising thing, now arrayed in re* 
splendent loTcliness, rewarding a thousand-fold 
die care bestowed upon its culture^ I can find a 
parallel most touchingly true ; and I will narrate 
the st<H*y, with the strictest adherence to aka^ 
unadorned fact: not disguising time^ or plaoe< 
May the tale sink deep into the hearts. of my rea^^ 
dersi 

It is pretty generally known tfaaft, in the yettf 
1830, through the blessing of God on the effinrti 
ef a few Christian friends, a chapel was opened at 
Seven Dials, in London, where &e Liturgy of ear 
GfauN^ is used, and the pui« gospel is preacheil 
in the Irish language. Such an assault upon -Iki 
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dbaihy, in the very heart ol one of his strongest 
luildn, could not but lead to great excitement ; per- 
secution, carried to the utmost extent short of mur- 
der, was the certain lot of those poor victims of 
popery who dared to inquire what they should do 
td be saved, and join the congregation of the zeal - 
ous servant of God, who had left some comfortable 
pS'eferment in his native land, to assume the office 
df a missionary among his wretched countrymen 
here. Many were, however, found to encounter 
the worst that man could do, rather than forego the 
word, the sweetness of which they had once beea 
brought to taste : and to this hour, a little flock is 
regularly assembling, who, having cast away the 
trammels of popish delusion, are able, even in the 
extremity of wretchedness and want, to rejoice in 
Christ as their only and all-sufficient Saviour. 

It was in the spring of 1831, that a Scripture^ 
reader, attached to the Irish church and school^ 
was visited one evening by a young countrymai^ 
who requested his assistance in penning a memo^ 
rial or petition, by which he hoped to obtain some 
employment. It appeared that he was a most cs> 
travagant and dissipated character, who had, through 
his own vicious conduct, forfeited every advantage 
that he acqufred. Still, being ' a good CatheUcj 
all was ngtit with him ; and the sins for wbieh( 
with sixpence, he could any day purchase absote- 
ttonj neirer gave him a m«aest!8 cMcwa* . 



The Reader wilU^g^y wrote out ht9pe}iMW»iJ'9c 
Dogheiy was a better scholar in his native Irish, 
than in the English tongue ; and while he was so 
employed* the young man took up the book whic^ 
the other had been reading — a book that I hadgiT.eii 
him* containing some controversial tracts on the 
leading errors of Popery. 

When the letter was completed. Doghery exr . 
claimed, ' This book must be false, for it contnt- 
dicts my church \ here is the presence of Christ 
in the sacrament of the mass denied. Why do^ 
you read sucli books V 

^ ^ Because,' answered the other, ' they shew m^ 
(be errors of the church to which I also once ber 
longed.' . 

A very ^imated discussion ensued, which lasted 
till after midnigj;^t ; while Doghery contended foe 
the orthodoxy of his church, with equal spirit and> 
ingenuity* The next day he returned with an anr 
jiotts countenance : and on the Reader inquiring 
the fate of his petition, he replied, be did not come 
about that; but to renew their discourse concern* 
ing the book. ' For,' said be, ' you deny the power 
ef my church to forgive sins ; and if that be the 
^ane I am in a bad way.' Again was the poiol 
l|zoi^(ht to the test of Scripture; and Doghery 
liHNit away, deeply in^pressed, to return on the f<dr 
toprmg day, moce tioubled than before, while h|p 
frankly apkBQwledfed^tbat he coukl no lon^ai; phl^i 



ran iiyACfiimi* wi 

iity tdi^06n(^ fti ihfll which had always appeared' 
n> htnft an iafalKble guide to heaven. 

* **What am I to do f was hia anxioas hiqaiiy. 
The Reader told him, that if he would accompany 
him ' to the Irish Church, where serrioe was per- 
Imned on the Wednesday evening, he might hear 
something in his own tongue that should give him 
i^dre light. 

' ^IJliacquainted with the circumstances, the paslor 
addressed his little flock on the parable of the pro* 
li%al son, expounding it as he proceeded. On ar- 
riving at the passage — " Put a ring on his finger, 
And shoes on his feet,** he explained the latter by 
a Jnefcrence to Eph. vi. " having your feet shod 
with the preparation of the gospel of peace,** and 
dwelt on the difficulties that the Christian nmtt 
trarmount, or pass over, which required, at every 
step, such defence as Christ alone can furnish to 
"Ate feet of his saints. At this period of the dis* 
course, Doghery trembled exceeaingly, and looked 
down at his feet. The Reader asked the reason of 
his emotion : * Look,' he replied, * at my brcrfien 
«hoes-^I could never travel a stony road in them J 
ittj soul is in a worse condition than my shoes T 
flow then can I travel that difficult path to heati^ ? 
And see, my shoes are so far gone, that nobody 
can ever make them good for any thing now : itif 
ibul is worse — Oh, who shall mend that !" *n» 
Iteader was bo struck l^ this singular apptidftteii 
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of tkc sdbjeot to his own case, Aat he Mdi:hi|ii407 
the vestry, and introduced him to the haImm^^ 
preacher, who spoke vei^ impressiTcly to hte, and 
gare him a bible. * 

On that very evening, the minister of the Iridr 
Qb«Hrch repeated this to. me : and Dogfaery beeaasf 
the subject of our especial prayers. 

From the time of receiving the bible, he ptiiidlie4 
ii daily— 'hourly. A change most striking ca|n« 
over his whole aspect and character. His memi»-r 
rable petition had succeeded, so that he got a i^ace 
as porter in an apothecary's establishment : and he 
who never before could remain sober for two or 
three days, and was sure to loose every situation 
Within a week, was now so temperate, so faithful, 
so diligent, so steady, that he won the perfect cost* 
fidence of his employers. Still, being an oui*door 
servant, and having a little motherless girl to sup? 
port; at nurse, he was unable to afford himself the 
means to remove from his wretched lodging to one 
less miserable. He occupied a corner in a dense- 
ly inhabited court, near Covent Garden, surround'* 
ed by the most bigotted of his unhappy country» 
m«n, who made Doghery and hifi heretic bible the 
objects of their fiercest animosity. However,* the 
Lord helped him to make a good confession, in 
meekness and love, even here : and after a propei 
season of probation, Doghery was admitted ar com 
uofticant at the Lord's table in the beloved Lriafc 



dmti^ ISiflre, die.aip of bleanni^ vkJtidk Us. 
cmIijf fiiestB witbbeld from faiin, was put into bis 
bud ; and with what i^bct may be gathered froji^ 
an iacidoat that his daar pastor lepeiUed to me. 
He, went ^ to visit a pees sick IrishmaD, in one of 
the dens of St. Giles', and found Dogfaery seat^ 
by his bedflade, leadiieg the jsrord of God to him. 
Mr. B* sfid^I rejoioe to find you sensible of the 
pMeieuMiess of that sabred book.' Dqghery re- 
plied, M hope I WBOf sir; I feel much when I read 
ifae scriptuces here ; I fisel much when you^{N:eacb 
to me in the chturdi ; but when you gave me the 
bvead of life, ia the holy sacrament, I feel, oh^ 
then I did feel, indeed !'*— ' How did you feel, my. 
poc!r fdk>w V He looked up, with eyes that sparkled 
brigluiy, and answwced, with greaV energy, ' Sir, I 
ibk that it was the marriage ceremony, which uni- 
ted nay soul to my Sariour for ever.' 

On the Saturday fcJlowing this, be went to hia 
old friend the reader, and said, * I have i^finy trials 
Stliome: they never allow me to sleep, for x^urs; 
iog me and Uaspheming* Tliey insist on my giv 
kig up my bible, or else they will have my blood> 
My blood they may have,' he added, with earnest* 
liess, ^but this book none cball take Uom me. It 
is mere precioas than my life.' He- their related 
how he was accustomed |o answer their menace^ 
and reviMngs, by reading or repeating to them the 
Ueesed truths by which he was made wise unt^ 
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•Umkn. He t(M the reidwr, diftt ho i»iift(4|Mik 
the morrow to see his cfaiki, nt Fmckiey ^iof^mm^i 
alMiy therefore, cooM not attend church till the em^. 
ning, end he continued searching the acrifliwci% 
with him until a very late hoar, expressing tbOf J9|S 
and peace he felt in belioTing. .<^ 

aI seven o'clock next monong he was obli|^ to 
go out with medicines, to his master's patiente^ 
between nine and ten, he went to eat Us brsuMiial 
in his comfortless home. H^» he was most 
fiercely assailed, on the two pdnts that they con* 
stantly insisted on — to give up his bible^ and to g^ 
to mass. Doghery refused : they attacked him, and 
stiAlck him, but he only entreated their forbearance : 
he raised not his hand, except to ward off some of 
their blows — ^in ten minutes he was pitched oat 
into the street, a mangled corpse^— his head and 
side both laid open by blows frmn a plai^fer's 
shovel; one arm and several ribs broken : and all 
the upper part of his body black with bruises. 
Tlie poor Irishman had sealed with his blood the 
testimony of that truth iiriiich he held: he bad 
jmned the noUe army of martyrs, and entered into 
the joy of his Lord. 

Many a tear have I died over the leaves of 
Do^hery's little bible, as I marked the print of his 
soiled fingers in those pages which lie loved -^ 
ponder upon. The Oospel and Epieiles of St^ 
John, and that of St. Paul to the Hebreivsb bo^ 



mMmitmm ti fMtmiX and prolxactcd study: 
Ihteti^ be had ftasd aiicottragaiiimt to pofsua bif 
new and Ueased path, ui^il, through the blood id, 
&t^ be had gnce giyen him to abed his owa. 
He was fti^al unio death : aodthe Lord delayed 
not to give him a crown of Ufe. 

It amy be said, this was. the act of a savage 
ttfob, and ought not to be charged upon the reli^ 
gien tfiat they so ijponDBtiy profess : but, a very 
riMrt time afterwardi, a clergyman connected with 
tfie fiiends who suppwted the Irish chapel, was 
met by the regular^ the educated^ the recognized 
Roman Oath<^ pariah priest, of a populous dis^ 
triet, in another part of Lofldon, wbo, adverting to 
tlw murder, coolly said, there would be more of 
themf if the Irish preaching and scripture readii^ 
was not discoDtumed : while placards were fixed 
^ipasite the chapel, menacing those who attended 
it wiA Dowry's fine. 

What Aall we say to these things? shall we 
perarit our souls to be Uiiided, and our hearts bar* 
dened, against the dieadful evils of this unholy 
system ? It is the device of popery to keep her 
votaries in perfect subjection, by the same arts that 
she uses to lull Iheir souls in the most profound 
Mpose of secure iniquity* By means of her 
priestly absdulien,. she affects to wipe off the old 
sesie of sins, cenvnitted since last the nominal 
tt Inrit at iJbe mnlessional ; and sends him 
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ferdr to eommenoe a new anrear, -wHb 
itrrance liiat by the same pfoeem ^t'tDO 4ft#'4Ni 
made to pass away. Thus ie ikxi coMCMummtm 
ed, and the sinner deluded ; as was poor BogiMMijr^ 
nntii, through the faithful teetitaony horae mibMl 
reserve against his darling errcnrs, he \nm led tv 
feel his dreadful peril, while walking along a Migc 
of straw, over a gulph of atcendin^ flames. Awl 
this is Ae case witb e?ery member of the chwrii 
of Rome, high and Ic^, rich and poor. Thnt 
we guilty concerning our bretkrwi, if we fail to 
before them the peril in which they Mand. Tbo 
Wild fanatics who murdered Dcgheiy, weea kutt 
gtuhy than we, if we hold our peace, when oppor^ 
tunity is given to plead widi a member of thu^ 
anti-Christian church. They aeted up lA the a^rit 
of the religion that they professed; we do not; 
They killed his body ; but m so (king sent hia 
soul to glory : we study the ease of our owb bo. 
dies, and to retain the mistaken good-will «f our 
neighbours, at the fearful price of aooelerata^f 
their pace to everlasting destruction. I say aecel 
crating; for if wt, calling ourselves ProteelantSi 
withhold the PROTEST, which by that 
name, we are pledged to make, wiat must 
inference be, but that we are not of the same 
with our fathers, who yiekied tteir bofiee to tbv 
flames, rather than oven feign a taeit accpiiasosw»^ 
in ^e fearful delusions of od^ra ? Thvf mo «» 



bMdiig'iar tbe zeakms prooietkNi ot mmim^Bixy 
kdboiQVy of which the avowed object is to put down 
dM" id^faitay of heathen lands ; and can they be- 
lieve ihal we really consid^ them idolaters, while, 
wad» every &cility of daily intercourse, we speak 
M* a waming word to save their souls ? 

Akft for the desolation of popeiy, that is rapidly 
spnading over our country ! We despise the little 
dkondf no larger than a man^s hand, nor believe 
that eare long the heavens shall be black, and the 
eardk deluged, with tbe abundance of that plague 
which we care not to arrest in its early progress. 
Far different is the view taken by the promoters 
of Rome's deadly apostacy : tliey know the value 
of every foot erf hind that their multiplying templea 
over-alMdow, and of every deluded soul that they 
ensnare with the net which is now spread in almost 
dlour Enghsh villages. The land, which is as. 
the gaidfflft of Eden before them, they will convert 
to a howling wilderness, if the Lord revive not in 
lis soBiewhat of the spirit that dwelt in his confes- 
Sena ef oM. 

How awful are the descriptions given in the 
weid of God, of this predicted apostacy — how 
fearful the denunciations thundered forth on its 
uphoUers ! Can we read tbem,%nd not desire to 
becooMf iastmmental in the work of delivering our 
fcUawiSJMiBra ikom such a snare ? Never in the 
umI* ni creation did a power ao fierce, so pitiless. 



no nMgaifULTf as ihst of papety, ap fi m I»^ltfc9i» 
the beauty of God's wofks : none stand mfmiliA 
to risitations so tremendous as He bas dmoiiaoed 
against it. We must turn to the marljrolo^'^ 
the Piedmontese Valleys, and to our army, in^lb^ 
days of Mary, to nerve us for the perusal o£ dMM 
Vivid descriptions in the book of Reve]atkHi,''ii3iere 
the smoke of the eternal torment of great Bab]!^^ 
ascending to heaven, is said to call forth new soi^s 
of praise and triumph from the spirits in glory. 
We must escplore the records <rf Spanish atrocity 
in the newly discovered western betmsptiere, and 
dive into the dungeons of the eastern inquisition ; 
we must open the blood-stained page of a Parisian 
St. Bartholomew, and then turn a atedfast eye- to 
the green shores of poor Inland, tracing to dmr 
true source the wretchedness, the recklQsanesa, the 
crimes of her priest-ridden peasantry. We must 
consider how the Lord is insulted, His truth bkuh» 
phemed, His word anathematiziki, His graal nanae 
prostituted to the upholding of that which bode 
clares an abomination, while His glory is gif^ai to 
another, and Iris praise to molten images. Yes, 
we must survey the curse, in its height, and dopth, 
and length, and breadth, in its varicms maiitfoata* 
tions through twelve hundred yea^ of vkdoAco 
and wrong, in older to impress our minds witb.^ 
duty that we owe to our wreldied feUow<<aMtaiei^ 



f&i'lymg waAet the c^mdemiiation of tUt idok^rous 
uiK{uity. 

it was predicted of our blessed Lord, that htf 
sh#ttld ** grow up as a tender plaqt," and as he 
«tes, so are his people in this world. To be hora 
Mder a dispensation of pure gospel light, and un 
^uded truth, to sit every one under his own vine, 
and his own fig-tree, with none to make us afraid 
<*— oh, we do not properly estimate the value of 
such distinguishing privileges. Our sons grow up 
like young plants indeed ; but it is out of a rich, a 
tvatered, a well-tempered soil, where morning 
sunbeamfi plsy> and evening dews bring gentle le* 
freshment ; where the hand of culture directs their 
growth; and the guarded fence repels every 
{ffowling foe. How different is the case of him 
who, having been reared in the hot-bed of super- 
stition, is taken thence, and received into the sheU 
ter of the true church of Christ, while the 8t<»ms 
of vindictive rage howl around, longing to blight 
the early promise of his growth, and to visit hiflfi 
with swift destruction. 

I should sorrow to see my beautiful hyacinth 
taken from its warm station, and placed abroad; 
on this chilly evening, to shrink before the bithig 
frost, to bend beneath the blustering wind, and Ui 
ht6A under a load of drifted snow. If the flower 
could reason, might it not well rq»roach me, uader 
the circiuiistancesy for hattaning iu birth into sudl 



a wintry woild? Yet» alas; po<»r Dg|^«|]f>. ;^iwjL 

many a poor creature like him, could tell a taJe^p^. 
similar desertion, ending in the destruction .of the 
body. The fault rests not with those who tal^ 
compassion on the perishing victims of popQ(]s« 
We must often say with the apostle, ^^ Silver an4 
gold have I none," hut, shall we not proceed ^o, 
add, '^ such as I have,^ive I thee ;" and while w^ . 
behold the immortal spirit lying helpless under the. 
deadening influence of his paralizing disease, are 
we to refrain from the seguel, ** In the name of 
Jesus of Nazareth arise and walk," because the 
alms that depended on the continuance of his in* 
firmity may then fail ; and we may be unable to 
provide him with an immediate subsistence.? 
£veh in a temporal visitation^ this woidd be cru^l 
policy ; how then can we dare to act upon it in 
spiritual cases ? No ; we must proclaim deliver-^ 
ance to the captives, though, from 'lack of service 
on the part of those who gs^ve the means, we 
thereby expose them to starvation, if they escapi^ 
a more immediate and more violent end. 

It is certain, that when one of the poor of ijiis 
world becomes so rich in faith as to be enabled U^^ 
sacrifice all for Christ, by openly separating from 
the communion of idolatrous Rome, the means qf . 
daily subsistence will fail, $o lor|g as he cofitioa^ ~ 
•m<H»g the pe€4)le whom bis poverty precludes hiq^ 
from leaviog. The great nyutes of Irish poor, ii) 



nn KTMimm. tOt 

St. €MiM* ttid ike otksr cblricts, are cotepofted of 
bi^cfc-latyeiV lalxMirers ; aod it is a fact, that whtiil 
due of the number fwaakes his false religion, he 
dtanot mount a scaffolding but' at the emiDent 
petti of his life ; for his comrades threaten to hurl 
trial headlong if he comes among them. Thus he 
is driven ^om his daily labour ; and is, moreovert 
followed through the streets with yells jmd execia«> 
titmsy accompanied, generally, with some actual 
Tiofence. I speak from personal observation — I 
testify what I have seen from day to day ; and I 
esinnot but ask, is the Protestantism of our favoured 
hmd fallen so low, that we cannot provide n>eans 
of employment to those who, for Christ's sake and 
the gospel's, relinquish the daily pittance that was 
wont to furnish them with a meal of potatoes? 
When our adored Redeemer spoke the w^s of 
life to thousands of perishing souk, how sweetly 
did he express the tender feeling of their bodily 
ififirmitiee wherewith he was touched — ^''I hav^ 
compassion on the multitude ; ... if I send them 
away fasting, they will faint by the way.** 

Well, Doghery hungers no more, neither thinis 
any more; he has joined the glorious host of 
martyrs, and his blood has tiruly been a seed m 
oitr Irish church, emboldening many to come out 
openly from the shambles of Great Babylon into 
the pastures of Christ's fold. Oh ! when shall 
arrire that predicted day of divine retribution^ that 
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will break ''the hanuner of the whole earth! 
When the Alras and the Domiiiicks, the Bonaarst 
the Gardiners, with all the host of aangniMury 
tyrants who have trafficked in the souls of demu^ 
jE^iall receive at the Lord's hand the cup of retribu 
tion, and perish, with that desperate delusioni that 
offspring of Satan, which the Holy Ghost had 
denounced as the mother of abominations — ^the 
woman drunk with tlie blood of the saints, smd 
with the blood of the martyrs of Jesus! This 
is not the language of anoharitablenesa-*--no : dw 
finthest possible from true charity is that ungodly^ 
liberalism which will close its eyes to the {daineat 
declarations of hoiy writ, and leave men's souls to 
perish, rather than shock their prejudices. Qod 
will not alter the thing that is gone out of his lipft; 
and unless we can expunge from the thirteenth to 
the twentieth chapter of Revelation, or close our 
eyes to the clear and indubitable exposition which 
history supplies, of its actual reference to the par 
pacy, we stand guilty of wilful mutilation of God's 
woixi, while withholding those awful appeals firoas 
our deluded fellow-creatures of the Romish per- 
suasion, and neglecting to address to them die 
wamii^ cry, ** Comb out of hbr, my pe<^le : be 
ye not partakers of her sins, that ye receive Mt 
of her plagues." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

» 

THB HBART's-BASE. 

TaBBS 8i» some objects that all the world is agreei 
HI admiring, or professing to admire. Those who 
hare tasle and feeling, experience exquisite delight 
in simreytBg such objects ; and people who ha?o 
neither, would not expose their deficiency by ac- 
knowledging that these things ha?e no charm !os 
them. Thus, an April sky, with its flitting cipuds, 
taxd ^ancing sunbeams, and eranescent rainbow, ii 
by common consent, most lorely . Some^ to be sure, 
there are, who consider all the enjoyment deiivaUe 
from the contemplation, to be a very poor equiva* 
lent for the spoiling of a ribband, or the splashing 
of a gown ; but they rarely venture to proclaim 
dieir dissent from the general agreement. This 
being the ease, all descriptive, all sentinoentid 
writers, and indeed all who handle any other than 
die driest matter-of-fact subjects, are to be found 
len<tering their quota of admiration, in every vari- 
ety of style and phrase. To elicit any thing new, 
on such n hackneyed topic, is, perhaps impossible : 
but as I do not aim at originaiity— merely wishing 



to indulge in the pursuit of a few thimghlii tlM 
form the rainbow of my rather cloudy aky — ^I abiiU 
continue to think upon paper ; unshackled by ue/ 
apprehension of the censure tha^ is, doubtleM. 
often provoked by my lucubrations — ^How ve^ 
common-place !' 

I sally forth into the gaideB, on a very ui^oqa 
ising morning. The whole concave is overcast 
Wilh clouds : they hang low, porteodivg a 4t^ 
wmd cheerless day. I see not even a ^pijebabiUty 
•f rain, which might dear the expanse^ and ||»f4 
«• the desired prospcict of an axure beavai beyond ; 
bul there is every sign of continued gloooi — cldods 
that appear disposed neither to pass on nor to Cully 
(MuMiining a position of sullen quiescenceir tb# 
Host .discouraging ; while the little flowers beneatt^ 
looked as grave and as cheerless as flowers c#ii 
look, and thd general effect on my mind is tha^ oi 
chilled and saddening feeling. Presently, there is 
a peiceptible movement of the dull u^ass**-^ tt^i^t 
ning oi the cloud in some particular Bpol,ias though 
it was drawn upwards, and compaifative traiv»pi^ 
reaoy. ensues, I watch, until an opening is efiect» 
ed, and. a littie,r~a very little spec of clear bskio 
iky becomes visible beyond the separating edges. 
A gladdening sijght ! for, tben« I confidently axuif 
pipate^ that, in another .quarter, the same piocesf 
will ere long, afibrd a farther glimpse of what: ) 
desire to se^* Another does appear, and anotbf i;.; 



iko vMe^^ eempany .of cdnglregiated Tt^Urs m 
bitdciag npy not b<Nme along in a body/ leating all 
bffiglirbtfliiod their couney but dispersing gradual- 
Iff hoie and there, until the several patches of 8<rft 
Uue seem to enlarge, and eombine to estaUish the 
reign of light over darisness. And» lo ! the sUn 
fafi^ka forth, the shadows flee away, the flowers 
look up in laughing gladness, and every little bird 
tioMributee his individual diirp of gratulating joy. 
What, on earth, have w^ to resemble this? 
Something, whereof I c<Hisider it a most beauttftrf 
type. I have seen'families as destitute of gospel 
l^ht, as closely wrapped in spiritud gloom, ay, 
and as contentedly immoveable, in their darkness, 
am the discouraging morning that I have endeav* 
oitted to pourtray. I have gone forth and looked 
upon them, as Ezekid upon the dry bones in the 
vafley, obliged to confess indeed, that the Leid 
cbuld work among them, but behokiing no t6ken 
that such was as yet his will. Then, riiaming my 
unbelief, the light that shined upon a solitary indi« 
viduid, opening, as it were, one spec in the cloud- 
ed sky ; and then I have looked, and longed, and 
confidently trusted, that farther manifestations 
wouU appear. Another of the household has 
yidded to divine influence ; perchance a third : 
and these, with united supplication, walking to- 
gether as children of light, have been eaabkd to 

wage a powerful, though comparatively itileat 
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upon the remaintog darkness. Tbe work goes on { 
reflected brightness shines upon the rest ; and «l 
last the Lord puts on his glorious apparel, takes 
unto himself his great power, breaks forth in the 
dazzUng brilliancy of acknowledged glory, and 
reigns orer a household of willing conquests. 

How lovely is the sympathy displayed by the 
ttcpanded world beneath, when this fair work is 
accomplished in the brightening atmosphere aboTO ! 
Not a shrub, not a blossom, or a leaf, but seems 
to rejoice, when the liberated day-beam shines 
upon it; and gladness yet more intelligibly ex 
pressed, fills the animal creation. It is not long 
since, looking around for some particular flower, 
whereon to mark the Tivifying efiects of these 
outbursting rays, I was struck to peroeire on tbe 
bank beside me, only one flower in bloom ; and 
that was a single solitary child of my prolific 
family the Heart's-Ease. * No,' thought I, as 1 
turned reluctantly away, * no,- 1 must not bring you 
a third time into my chapters.' Btit when I stole 
another glance, and saw the little cheerful blossom 
uplifting its modest face to rejoice in the sunshine, 
I could not forego the almost inexhaustible source 
of pure delight afforded me in the retrospection. 
With such a train of thought awakened in my 
mind, it seemed that none could so meetly claim 
the notice I was prepared to bestow ; and that 
pecali4r characteristic of D., which shewed him 



«Ito|^Bll^ identifitd, M it were, vJlh thoie «ii«mod 
io jqpiritual conflict, or crowned with ftpicitual vie- 
toiyi exactly answers to the picture that my imagi- 
nation bad drawn, of perfect sympathy with the 
effert produced by the day-beam on that cheerless 
•ky — cheerless no longer. 

It is, no doubt, a delicate and a difficult aobiecl , 
the manner in which the Lord works in fanuUes, 
Some, who are not strongly opposed to divine 
truth, while their hearts remain untouched by cot- 
verting grace, do unquestionably build a treacher- 
ous hope for themselves, founded on the religion 
of others. They regard their pious connexion in 
the light of mediators, calculating on their prayers 
to help them out in the last extremity ; and believ- 
ing that, for the sake of such, his faithful seryanis, 
God virill have mercy oni thepi also. I am often 
afraid, by saying too much on the blessedness of 
beholding the good leaven even partially introduc- 
ed, to foster this perilous error : but so enumerable 
-are the cases where I witness the rapid. extension 
of divine knowledge, in families where but one 
has been first enlightened, that' I cannot refadn 
f^om trying to speak words of cheer to those who 
are praying and watching for the souls of theit 
> dearest connexions! Our views of God's mmy, 
his power, and willingness to save, are most 
/wretchedly, most insultinf^y low ; and where that 
awful doctrine' which represents him aa having 



fiqre««riaMd Ait condbmnitmi of Mme^j^mf^ 
er^p* IB, to paf&lyse the mgl^iy am oL^at^etic 
bitb, and to cripi^ tlie strong piaion of .soanog 
bope, we aie tempted to do bitter wumg %o \im 
souls of our breihreiiy no less than to the fsuthful- 
ness of our unchangeable God. Many an earini^st 
smd solemn discourse have I had with D. upoa 
Uiese points ; and I cannot forget the patient en- 
duranoe, the affectionate anxiety, with which I 
liaye seen him for hours engaged in conobatyng 
the delusions of one who had imbibed such notions. 
It gave him pain, even to hear it urged, that an 
actual decree had gone forth, willing, from aJl 
eternity, the eveilasting perdition of individuals 
hereafter to be bosn into the world. It giiev^ 
him, even to the suffusion of his eyes with tears, 
that such a charge /ihould be brought against his 
God, whose tender mercies he well knew to lie 
over all bis works; and whose own immutable 
word assured him that lie willeth not the deat^ of 
a siniier. ^He dearly loved, by bright displays of 
iovitiiig mercy, to set forth the freeness of pardon 
iag grace, for the encouragement of such as are 
labouring to bring souls to God ; and more espe- 
cially those of their own household. He believed 
what he spoke ; he acted on his belief: and never 
did I witness a more siutained, pessevenng series 
of efforts, than I saw in him, en behalf \)f a young 
and^ndeand rekttim. That man, of his own free 
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wtff, co^ turn to God, and repont and bdieTe, ho 
spared not to donounce as most unsoripturally 
false : that any mortal conld acbioye fat another 
that mighty work, was equally far from his 
thought: but that God had barred ^ door of 
mei^cy against a single soul of all Adam's race, he 
knew to be irreconcilable widi the distinct declara- 
tions of him who cannot lie. Hence be drew the 
sweetest encouragement for himself and others ; 
and hence would I gladly suggest a redoubling of 
prayerful exertion, on the part of those who may 
be faint, indeed, yet pursuing, in die cause of their 
unconverted friends. 

But there is a case, not unfrequently occurring, 
where individuals who bare themselves been 
brought to Christ, see their hope, as respects 
some beloved connexion, apparently cut off, by a 
stroke that removes its object too suddenly to give 
time for that investigation which his doubtful state 
rendered particularly desirable. Oh, how bitter is 
the tear that flows over the cojffin of a darliDg 
friend, concerning whom, there is, alas, but a 
* peradventure* to lay hold on ! Yet I have found 
such a visitation most profitable, in leading the mind 
to a review of past prayers, on behalf of that ob- 
ject, to an anxious scrutiny of answers to those 
prayers, which we, in our habitual disregard of 
the * day of small things,' had before overlooked ; 

and to Uie exercise of keen self-condemnaltoni of 
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deep wai trofy hamblfaig pMfleoce £«r dM» wiw< > n 
neglect of many an eppotnted meani, the CiwljtB 
dinregard of many precious oppoi^iiniliee wiiiflh, 
if lightly used by ua, might materiidly baare help- 
ed forwaid the work. Such remorseful regif)!, 
howerer vain in the particular case which ie ioi 
erer beyond our reach, will lead, if it be ixid»9d 
a godly sorrow, to the diligent use of airmlar a4- 
Tantages, in regard to those who remain. This 
was a favourile topic with D., whose office it ap- 
peared to be to extract wisdom and instruction 
finoni erery past occurreoee, as a guides in present 
difficulty and a yaluable store laid up for time to come. 
Neyer did I heboid a more consistent, steady 
zeal, than he displayed for the extension of Christ^s 
kingdom^— first, in his own heart; dnen in his own 
family, among bis immediate associates, and tbe 
poor who were Inrought within bis reach. It seeoi- 
ed to be his maxim, that oar missionary efforts, like 
the widening circles of disturbed waters, should 
extend with gradual erenness, not only of purpose, 
but of operation. * Let us,' be would say, * eyan- 
gelise, as &r as we can, the space immediately 
siirrou&ding us ; and there will be no lack of mia 
sionaries to wt»rk in foreign lands/ No .one lis 
tened with smiles of brighter joy than D,- to the 
recital of achievements abaroad, -where ,the Innner 
of tiie cross was born iato the dominions' of Fa 
ganism^ aod aeuls were ^on to his l>elovfld Master 



gpmd io^riift depAriiog nrfugoors/wlu) wene about to 
hemM tMr apiiteal swoi^ io diatast climes : nonQ 
readeBesodtbett higher hoBpi|iri or mcore triomphaiitr 
ly dwelt on the glories of ^hat \k^ firmly believed 
td be the crown of g^i^ine maEtyrdom» when they 
:yidkied tbei^ lives benoath the pressure of their 
sacred burden ; but he dejprecated in himself, and 
lietected in others, that excitement of feeling which 
too (rften takes the name of ^s^ionary zeal, when 
wrought upon by toiiehing descriptions of spiritu^ 
darkness and moral degradation jam,ong thedwelleis 
in far off lands, while carelessly passing the abodes 
of our own countrymen, as completely prostrate^ 
•beneath the power of Sataii» as are the i^avages ^f 
tbreign woods* I never beheld & persoii so anxious 
to strip religion of all incumbering romance : and 
to bring its drrwe energies into wfett^sed action 
in lis streets cf Lcmdon, And why there parti^* 
4ilar}y ? Because bis calling was tbsope : becaui^ 
-m his daily walks from (me office to another, 1^ 
passed dirough lanes and alleys, ''where Satsn's 
seat is," and being possessed of but limited ni^^ns 
-^as to time and money, he considered himself bound 
to v»e them wh^e God had seen fit to open a field. 
The litde Heartsease looks and hf ealJbes of blue 
skies, and verdant fields, and fragnmce^tight ps^- 
lanes; bin to me k pourirays a difii^^ ficcpfc, 
kfingiiig befsm me thb densely peofl^ coufte lP|d 
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pOMges «f OwfB Ina LaB*; Ae aeM^f nee» 
and dens of misery Ihat dismay the comip«io» of 
our great metropolitaB cancer, St Gii»if. Oh, 
when will fboae cloudy regions becimie brq^ he-t 
neath the beam of gospel truth ? Wfaea aball we 
take care, and provide fcfr duose of our own na- 
tional household.— When shall the gorgeous gin^ 
palace, ^ttering in our own streets, move u« to 
pitying exertion, like the distant temple of Jugger- 
naut pourtrayed in an aUnim — or the thousands of 
suicidal, of infanticidal deeds, hourly perpetrated 
by the wretched feuiales of our own neighbourhood, 
through the unrestr^iaed use of intoad<^tiQg dn^ga, 
touch that chord of sympathy in tiie bosom of 
Christian ladies, which vibrates to the tale of a 
suttee, or the description of a Hindoo babe, imoM)- 
' lated by its headien parents ? 

April skies are lovely inde^ ; \mX on what spec- 
tacles do they look down \ — ^and He who dweUetli 
above those heavens. He beholds them too, and 
will require at our hands the blood of the souls of 
them who perish. Neither noay we, if our lot, 
dear reader, be cast far from the scenes where D. 
worked while it was day^to him, and where his 
dust now reposes, to cry, as it were, from the 
ground, and chide the flaggti^ zeal of his survi 
TOTS — neither ^may we put the les8<»i from us on 
. the plea that no gin^laee reafs its hateful fraM 
in our daily path. Satan has a seat in every vil 
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U^ a Uvnene in every natural heart. Be t oure, 
a« ctiildreQ of light, to war against the kingdom 
of darkneasy whereyer we behold its ensigns dis- 
played; and let our efforts go forth, wide aiB| the 
glorious command,, "into all the world," "unto 
every creature," as our means may enable us, 
after doing this work at our own doors — ^not to 
leave the other undone. 

JLs in families, so in cities : as in cities, so in 
en^l^es. When the day-q»ing begins to shine, it 
will br^^Jift^ more and more unto the perfect day. 
When the tide commences its jpajestic a|]proacb« 
il will oyerfloWy and pass on, and cover the whok| 
earth with the knowledge of the glory of tl)e 
Lf0|d« You caanot look up, and survey Uie clouds 
darkeniiig OYer your head, you cannot look dowp, 
and see the little Heartsease smiling at your fec^ 
without feeling ccmscious that a book of remem- 
bssnce is before you. I would rather forego, to 
tl)^ last hour of my existence, the xlear delights of 
my ovm sweet garden, than thiidi that I wrote to 
minister a transient gratification to your idle hours, 
a^d leave you unimpressed with the awful fiict, 
that another portion of the veiy little span of tinoe 
appointed you to work in^ has passed away — ekid* 
ed your grasp for ever, while you turned over these 
pigss — cleaving you only .a solemn^admonitioja to 
m% upy and be doiii|(»,and redeem the moments 
^jpeiwuu 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



TBI EANQIfGULUS. 



' * Tov liftTe been plundlering from Herrejr/ bM m 

friend good-humouredly the other day, who traced^ 

'as he thought, a resenMance between these diap* 

'ters and Henrey's Meditations, strong enough ^o 

warrant the charge. My refdy was, singly md 

troly, that I never had read the book. Indeed, I 

' remembered baring seen it in my father's |K>sses - 

' sion, when a child ; but had not perused it. How 

ever, I resolved to write no more on the siAJeet, 

. until I should have made myself acquainted with 

a production that every one is supposed lo hi^e 

read : and a rich treat it afforded me Still I do 

* not see that my poor little chapters have «rriv«d 

' within any degree of cmnparison wi& diis beauti 

ful work : nor do I detect a closer apprdsimfiiieii 

of thought than what is founded on ^e langiiage 

of that blessed book, by which Henrey kiterpreted 

the great volume of creation. It is there &mJi 

Christ is set fordi ar the Smr of HighteousMis, 

leading every xeflectm miiid to fo&w np^i^ 
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ponii of the luffiMUH type : it is diere that our at- 
tenticMi ia direeted to tlw liliea of the field, with a 
apecial reference to their beautiful attire, as the 
proTideutial allotaneiit of Go^. T&ere it ie, that 
the flower is set forth, as a touching emblem alike 
%jf man's goodliness and his decay, while the hea- 
▼ess are made to declare the glory of God, and . 
every element to furnish some vind illustration of 
His power and love. In feet, when two people 
oeme^to iniTestigate the same subject, under the 
same teacher, and with feelii^ just similar, even, 
though they hold' no previous conmiunicatioii one 
with another^ stiii they can hardly do otherwise- 
than fall occasionally into the same train of 
ihou j^t ; and, in the paucity of words to convey 
the multitude of ideas, to use expressions very 
similar. I never aspired to originality, because I 
should be unwUUng to think that none had trodden 
the path of flowers with feelings as delicious as ' 
are mine, when ravelling in the garden sweets : . 
but, as another friend to whom I repeated the re- 
mark of the former, told me she had heard it made • 
by many, I take this method of assuring all my 
\ini readem, upon my honest word, that I never 
redl Henreyf s ¥^ork until this very day ; conse* . 
^pMMly, I am tiot a plunderer. 
. But, had not the good-humoured hint of my. 
led me' to examine 'Hervey, I should have 
mysdf, inretrievably; in the opinion of 



all suspiciout reftders : for I harii a taia M i^mmmt, 
a tnbst toQcliiing stor]^, conc^ming ase whaaa I 
must have identified with ibe PaisfOii<&nrer ; a» I 
have done so for yeara, owing to afi inetdest^rime 
tlmt flower led to nngutar results. I find lik^ 
Rervey has expatiated upon h too largely, to iMve 
me any thing to say: and in anodm iiwtancic, 
where the SensttiTe plant was the- type, I ie«d 
witb surprise, almost consternatien, wlm I had 
ai^posed to be my own exclusive cc^;ilatiekia as 
y^ uncommitted to paper, l^ia has atraiteaod 
me a Kltle, in my fieral biography : but I am noi 
daunted ; and the slight mortification arisang from 
Deii^g denounced as a plagiarist, is moat abmfulaiBt* 
ly orerpaid by the acquisition ol so sweet a com- 
panion for my flower gaiden, as I have discoverad 
inrHerrey. 

Gaily, indeed, h that spot now decked with the 
bright children of May : but I am inclined, before 
proceeding in the survey, to enlarge on an eTeat 
which occurred when I was quite a tittle girl, and 
wliich left a lasting impression on my mind^ I 
was straying in the garden, sean^biiig- for aome 
polyanthus, and other dwarf flowe^t, to sdeci a 
small boiiquet ; when, in the midat of my o|>e»* 
tions, I found myself suddenly attacked, in a meat 
ek'traprdinary manner. The bed where I^was 
groping for flowers had, &(m naglaet, beconw 
much encumbered 1>y weeds, md in readm^ at a* 



CnignHft BraunodiS) I came ia coBteof with. %\ 
flo l uiflU g ehister of netUea. The sesult was/ ^ • 
cotttse^ "vny dislressmg: my head -swelled, wad 
beceitto extremely pamfiil, airiy in the irriteden of . 
dMitxieineety my chUdish r^enimezit prompted me 
to ivf bold 00 the anproroked aggressors, to teer 
tbem up, and fling them beyond the garden pales* 
This desire gaTe way, howerer, to a mote pniden* 
ml feeling, knowing that there was no defence fiur 
an unarmed hand, against their thousand invieihld 
stiiigs. I therefore contented myself with deter- 
BMBing to point them out to the gardener, and 
Walked away, in quest of some coding dockJea^es 
to soften the smart. 

Returning shortly after, I beheU a bee pnost 
busily plying her trade unong the blossoms of 
similar weeds ; and perceiving that they eyidently 
contained no small stcNre of honey, I cautiously ' 
drew a flower frcMU its cup, put it to my lips, and 
was delighted with the sweetness that rewarded 
ray enterprize. I made a feast, when I had been 
sererely wounded; and retired, congratulating my- 
setf oii the exercise of that forbearance, which had 
issued in far more pleasing results than would hove 
followed a hostile attack on the unequal foe. 

N^w, I am not going to indentify the nettles as 
individuals ; but, as a class, how aptly do the) 
typify too many who are scattered throughout the . 
professing Church of Christ ! Mingled among the . 
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Ibwety dkiiAi, and fiMlfbl UoMMBs, c^ 
gafdao, they deceire die wsospeeting «tFaiigK» 
wlio^ forgeciDg ibat tans will gnm with w iwt , 
and weeds with fiowen, feus no ill mku9 tW 
Loid is acknowledged as rightful possessor of Ham 
sail. Tbe oet-streldwd hand is met by a stab ; 
and drawn back ia wondering incredoiity llMt, 
fTom the fair green foHage, adorned with cbisteiing 
flewersy and holding its place among liie choioesi 
of die parterre, such darts should have been prcK 
jected, sudi venom hsTO oozed f<MAh. But tho 
fact is beyond dispute, and the deed prodaiius an 
alien unfit to mingle with the fmgrant ofibfuring of 
an enclosed garden. It seems almost a point of 
duty to draw the traitor forth, exposed to pubKc 
reprobation, and banished fmm the ^cred dpot ; 
but the Lord hath spoken : " Avenge not your- 
selves,'* "Vengeance is mine; I will repay.** 
And faith commits her cause to that unerring hand, 
leaving the enemy unmolested, to seek a balsasi 
for the smart-^and singular it is, that where net« 
ties abound, the spreading dock is never far ^S. 
The emissaries of Satan have permission to 
wound ; but the Healer is always nigh, and needs . 
but to be sought in the hour of suffering. There 
is that which will soothe the throbbing anguish of 
a thousand stings; and cool Ae fever of a spirit, 
where fiery darts have exhausted all their burning 



lfc>r hats ii end .hei^ : 'wbateveor ba tbe sod, tbe 
isaaiMuiis Grdered and over-ruled by n loving 
fither, ^at it mny yield to his 'children who are 
ez^ckied thereby, the (^eaeeaUe fruit of righteous* 
- fiees« To overlook the rod as a mere instrameBty 
in ilself utterly cootemplible) ai|d from the permit- 
lad chaateniog to draw aweets, is a very deligbtftd 
privilege. Thus it is thai the wrath of man if 
made to praise the LoEd> beyond whose peimisaipii 
it canooi extend — ^no, not to the fraction of a hair'p 
teread^. The remainder of wrath he restrains ; 
where malice purposed to poor down an ovsf^ 
whelming tcHrenti to drown its devoted object, God 
suffers a few drops to faU, sufficient only to refresh 
and fertilize; and then,, with his mighty breath, 
drives of the swelling cloud to vent its riige be 
jroiid the precints of His garden. '^ Ye shall hare 
trttnilation ten days,** is Jehovah's award, to those 
whom Satan mariied out for utter destiiicti<mi 
and surely these ten days should be days of re- 
joicing, to the souls who hear not oidy the rod, but 
him who hath appointed it. How sweet are those 
lines ! 

Man may trouble and distreM me* 

*TwiII but drive me to thy braut ; 
life with trials hard nuif prees me, 

Heaven will give me Bweeter rest 

Dear Reader, have y<m ever yet come into om* 
taot wiA netlleSj concealed among the rose-bushoef 
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i^lien probalbly/yoa can, throogh gntoe, bear ta»ti- 
4nony that my experience is no diiinera. You 
have sorely sought the healing leaf; and if so/ on 
qnestionably you faaye obtained it. Yon have 
extracted the honey from your nettle, as Saix^psim 
from bis lion, and you may be well content to 
leave it where you found it, knowing that there 
shall be ^^a gathering out of all things that offend*^ 
without your putting yourself forward in the wori^ 
of judgment. Rather bear in mind the fafunbling 
truth, that such a nettle once were you ; stuigin|[^ 
by your vile aggressions, the hand that ivas 
stretched out on the cross to save you : and if the 
mighty wiH'kiag of unlimited power has changed 
your nature, why despair of its operation upon 
others ? Point out your enemy to the Lord, but 
as an object for conveiting and sanctifying graces 
remembering that Saul of Tarsus was the first 
fruits of Stephen's dying prayer. 

I have mentioned the Ranunculus, as the pnze 
in pursuit of ^which I made my first acquaintance 
with the stinging iiettle. That flower has been a 
choice favourite from my very early years. I re- 
member accompanying sT party to a horticultural 
exhibition on a wiall scale, where a country gar- 
dener had made the most of his ground,' for a dis- 
play of flowers. He had retarded his hyacinths, 
and hastened his tulips, and disposed as they were, 
m distinct bfiiSf in massesi the effect was iqpkpiiiid* 
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•xpatiating on the rarity and consequent Talue, of 
certain magnificent tatips ; while amateurs, were 
bending with delight orer the hyacinth bed, inhail-' 
ing its delicious fragrance, and reposing the eye on 
those exquisite hues, which, in the species ctf flower, 
never lack a refreshing coolness. I was strongly 
tempted to enroll myself among the. hyacinth 
devotees : but there was something in the neigh- 
bottring family of the Ranunculus' that struck my 
coldish fancy above all the rest. ^There appeared 
a toy-like pfettiness in the many*coloured balls, 
that was not to be rivalled by any other ; and when 
a light breeze suddenly swept over ^e garden, too 
faint to disturb the more substantials stems of their 
neighbours, my Ranunculus' were all in motion, 
nodding their innocent heads, as would seem, al 
me and at eadi othery with such lively, infantine 
restlessness, that it was rivetted to the spot, indif- 
ferent to any oUier attraction, while the party con<« 
tinned in the garden. 

This was a point in my opening character that 
I cannot trace to any origin ; but it cleaves to me 
yet, and always will do so — ^a strange faculty of 
forming, as it were, acquaintance with inanimate 
objects, until a sympa&etic feeling seemed to exist 
between us, and I found a more interesting com* 
panionship in a tree, a flower, or a rivulet, than 
among the greats number of my own species. I 
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im laow iuUy. convinced HaaA, ovi^ of ^s eofimMnif 
(ively most innocent enjoyment, Satan wove a 
powerful snare for my after-life. Imaginatioii 
took the rein, and carried me out, far beyond the 
\>oundarie8 of reality and sobor thought. A world 
that I could people entirely after my own unfet« 
tered fancy, was. doubly attractive when I began 
^> experience the hollowness and instability of 
sublunary things. My heart was never cold ; 
neither, as regards my fellow-creatures, was it 
ever treacherous. A very little kindness, the m^e 
semblance of love in others, drew forth an abun- 
dant return of unfeigned affection ; and this, of 
course, exposed me, even in childhood, to frequent 
disappointments, on the discovery tliat I was re* 
ceiving only base coin in exchange for my best 
gold. One would suppose that the affections of an 
immortal creature, repulsed on earth, would natu- 
rally rise with greater vigour heavenward ; — that 
when thus checked in their tendency to shoot, as it 
were horizontally, they would assume the perpen* 
dicular, and rise towards God. But, alas ! corrupt 
nature has no desire after that which alone is 
worthy to be desired; and I transferred every 
slighted affecUon to^ that ideal region which my 
own fancy had created, by combining the images 
of whatsoever was lovely and loveable in this 
dying world — ^thus using the gifts of my Creator 
as so many implements wherewith to effect the 



tekibmf of wlua was doobty His — my aim kairt, 
and the faeolttes of mind and body, iispkwted by 
His handy ^at th^ might yield him a reafonabte 
mcrease. 

' Thompson's beautiful hymn on the seasons, al*" 
belt that it rises no higher than deism, was the 
first thing that compelled me to see God in his 
works; and even this greatly sobered my wild 
imagination ; but it was not a humbling truth, as I 
viewed it. Looking around upon a universe of 
mute worshippers ; taught to consider myself as 
one of those 

Chief, for whom the whole creation smiles, 
At once the head, the heart, the tongae of all ; 

without any knowledge of my own lost and ex* 
eeedingly sinfol state, any consciousness of thai 
guilty perversion of imparted powers, which sank 
me far below the level of those things that imjdisr 
dtly follow the first law of their existence, eVea 
** the wind and. storm, fulfilling his word,''— what 
benefit could I derive in ofiering vain oblations of 
praise, from an unsanctified, unhumbled heart? 
But, blessed be God for Jesiis Christ ! the gospel 
came, not to divorce me from the contemplation 
of what was so lovely and so soothing when viewed 
aright, but to render that contemplation profitable 
— io print a gentle rebuke on every page of the 
great book,^ wherein I used oaiy the lessons of 
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pride, SBd slodifnl indalgenee ; and to tett me dui^ 
While erery inferior creatoie of God is filling ils 
elation, performing its office, and ministering to 
the accomplishment of one vast c^nd, I, who am 
bought wi^ a mighty price, must not cumber the 
ground, in a life of unfruitful idleness and visionary 
speculations. I, too, must be doing ;> and that as 
being well assured that my time is shcn-t at tbe 
longest, precarious in its best estate, and frail as 
the flower which bends before a zephyr's sigh. 

Thus the Ranunculus leads me back to a period 
now distant, and shewing me the long, the guilty 
waste of precious days and years, waves not its 
beautiful head in vain. From a fascinating toy, it 
has become a serious monitor ; but even now I 
ciAnol look upon a cluster of those flowers without 
eqieriencing sooMwhat of the buoyancy of spirii 
that seems to dance witliin their varigaied little 
worU« It is my deliberate opinion that, whether 
in form or in colour, the full double Ranunculus 
may challenge any flower that blows ; while die 
remarkably delicate fragrance, tliat scarcely 
breathes, unless invited, from its rose^fasbioned 
petals, is in beautiful keeping with the whole 
character of the elegant plant. 

It may readily be supposed Uiat no perso» of 
ordinary appearance, or of common mhid, would 
bear a comparison with this favourite flower. I 
believe it was ooe^of Uie very first that I Unkeii 



t0 a Ittii^ aatitype— alwi^s excepting my own 
svree^ May-blos«om, the fondly-cherisbed emblem 
of what, amoog earthly tbiogs, is the most sacred- 
ly dear to my heart-^but in childhood I have de- 
lighted to lead, with careful hand, among my 
fiower-beds> one whose fair head hung languidly 
down, and whose attenuated form appeared to 
tremble, if touched by a breeze that would wave 
the Ranunculus. I remember her well — she -was 
most IcHFcly ; «id to gratify her little companion^ 
she would be as playful as she was sweet. The 
child of a fond faJiier, the image of one in whom 
all his affection had centered : whom he had 
watched over, while she slowly pined and wither 
ed under the bligfatening hand of consumptioOv 
Mid iii whose grave, was buried all that had sweet 
eaed his life, save only Uiis fair girl, in whose 
tsansparent complexion, and in the glitter of her 
full blue eyOj he read the pressage of hovering 
dcicay. The Might that struck her mother dowi^ 
liad indeed passed upon her; and my first recol- 
leelion of het is what I have alluded to — ^my coi^ 
ducting her, in the cool of a soft summer evening, 
through the little mazy walks of my especial 
garden, pointing out to her notice, now the tint of 
a flower, now the corresponding hues of a glorious 
western sky; and anon that exquisite object, Hea- 
perus, sparkling in a flood of liquified gold. J 
looked up in her svveet face, fuid the smile tkn 
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beamed there spoke cheer to me ; yet I' Mt tfail 
iihe was like one of the withering RafiuiM^d«# 
ready to sink before the next rude breath of ak. 

At the window of ouf rural parlour, sat the fond 
parent of this fading blossom ; and as I marked the 
watchful gaze of an eye suffused in tears^ foIlowiDg 
every step of his child, I felt more than ever that 
something must be wrong ; and my heart grew 8«dl> 
to think that a creature, as lovely as my flowers, 
should be equally transient in her bloom. Om 
abode was in a very open, yet retired spot ; and 
its air was considered very salubrious for the sink 
ing Lauretta. Frequently did her father drive vji 
to our gate in his pony-chaise ; and being hims^ 
too much afflicted, by some rheumatic compkiifil, 
to walk, he took his post at that "pleasant window, 
fronting the western sky ; while I l6d his feeble 
charge to inhale the breath of flowers, and to b«sk 
fai the slanting rays of an orb that was soon to set 
for ever, to her. She went to the tomb before diait 
summer had shed its latest glow ; and her fadier 
survived her but a short time. Their fwms soon 
melted away in the undefined vaguene^ts of dajrs 
long since past ; but on a sweet evening,. when t^ 
retiring sun-beams glance on a bed of Ranuncuhia*, 
I often behold the vision of Lauretta and her father, 
surrounded by the scenes that memory will then 
call up, in all the vivid reality that makm the pr9- 
-9ent appear as a dream. 



I kaow not — ^I hare no nieaiis of kitdwing— 
wfaedier tbe path of that dying girl was lightened 
by the beams of a far brighter Sun than I could 
point out to her ; whether the bereayements of her 
widowed father, oTen then, in aatieipation, child- 
less too» were blessed to his soul's peace, by lead- 
ing him to seek the Lord, who had both given and 
taken away. That cloud of doiibt hangs over the 
greater number of those whose images people thr 
haunts of my in&ncy: ibe Baal of w<»l(8kiesa 
appeared to letgn sapreme; 3ret surely amesg 
them the Lord had reserved to himself a reBUittt» 
whose knee had not bowed to the idol, nor 4heir 
mouth kissed him. In many respects, there ase 
shadows resting'on the pi^, impervious to the anx- 
ious eye as those that veil the future; but th« 
present is our own ; and as we use it, so we are-^ 
flowers to grace the garden of our Lord, imparting 
to others of the fragrance of his gifts, and adornng 
the spot wherein he delights to dwell — or weeds^ 
to offend the little ones of his flock; intnid«% 
whose desert is to be rooted out, and whose end ig 
to be bufned. 
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BS4VTIF0& ftt all timefly and alwaya r66^alti«ig, 
di«ve are' seasoni when the garden weaars a cottfi* 
tenance of enhasoed beauty, and wafta to tlH^ 
spiri^a refrediinent more vekome than al oihem 
£^his the case, when, after a short period, p^<- 
^Hmee a day or two, paaaed in ^e crowded loa* 
trd{K)ii8, we return to the boaom of domeatk 
repose, and wander through the oiaze of flowet^ 
ril i&esfa and sparkling from the pare moisture of 
an tmtaiBted atnuilsphere. Balmy, indeed, are the 
lirrealbinga of my lorely companions after sucib an 
absence : . an4 most intelligible is the welcome that 
Ibeir smile bespeaks. At all times J feel it ; h^ 
now more truly than at other seasons : for a sho|l 
excursion to the mighty capitfMas filled my mind 
with images more touching^ tender than I can 
well bear to contemplate, save in the society of 
these beloved mementos of all that my heart has 
learnt to cherish, through a varied and painftd 
course. I could not afford to lose this pietnre 



gjlity ; at }e«9l) I ^h<$ttld n^cid tt liige pMwtf. 
^■Wlffiiwffinl gr«Qe» clie«rfaUy to. 8«bmt to tM^ 
{IBVAtiom to which nmltitudes of n^j feUow«ore«- 
tlir^ are subjected. The sense of sight is.i^ 
\ji$mtmg that we do aqi rightly appreeiate : and I 
9fak conscious of much guilty omission in that 1 dq 
Wt oftener. render thanks io God far such enjoy*, 
inent. Is there no echo to this acknowledgment 
in the boscHn ci my reader 1 
; I bless the Fathwof oiercies for the deU^ 
Um^ he has gtren me in the wotks of his hididi 
md I desire to find in them an ever active stimulus 
i|i the path of willing obedience. ShaH I rebel, 
when, from the majestic oak, that even now is put 
tisg forth his nfUUitudinous leaves^ each in iu ap 
pointed place^ down to the butter-cup th^ hoU^ 
&rlh its tiny receptacle, to catch the. falling rain* 
dxopf all, all are implicitly following His law, from 
the third day of creation, even to the present hour ? 
SUiall I move laggingly on in my assigned coume, 
like a fettered riave forced to his task-w(wk, while 
each little blade of grass springs up with joyous 
dastieity, even though my fooUtep again and agmti 
presses it down to *earth '^ No, there is a lesson 
to be learned here, aiid I will con it, so long as the 
Lord, by his aiding grace, enables me to study his 
wfll in his wcffks, even as his word hath command^* 
ad me to do. - 

But my picture gallery— what has now er( 

20 



itbdjfMwIlM eomflion TdueT I h«iF« W«d ii i i iy> 
dvevy cftiord of tny h«wt wis eooqpetled to 
sad erory form and ecdour of by-fMO 
^fvMIy repretenlod to my tea^ gaM. i fond* 
myself in an assemblage, mdudiDg maoy l A e sii 
looks of lore are still permitted to ^ddsn oiep 
aad, alas ! presenting many Yaoaneies whestt 
eilfsrS) most deeply endeared, had passed amy^M^s 
some to the world of spirits, and some imo dtt»^- 
tance ahttost as remote^ The May4)lossom, tkat 
in «ind, aiinMl eommemoratimi of the day, I kud 
hidden in my bosom, bore a tbom which I had act 
the heart to break dS; for why should I not l(el> 
twtk bodily, the piercings of what had been t^vi*' 
a broken reed, so Cur as this woiid^s comfort is 
eeneemed? The very thorn of that withesed' 
Majr^flower was more precious to me than all dm 
lit ing garlands of the present springi There aits 
many who will question the truth of this; but 
some thei« are, who, witbom knowing any thing 
of me or nrine, will, from itidiTidual experiffliee, 
aeknowkdge it to be^^ unquestionable* 

The object of the meeting before me, was enn 
fsexpressibly dear to my heart-'^the promotien «( 
poor Erin's spiritual good, through the diviad]^* 
appointed medium of her tiathre tongue. I ms^ < 
diviMfy-«ppointed : f<nr God ha» dedased it to kv' 
so, not only in wtud, but by confirming signs- 
which none might gainsays. 



\Wbo ihftt contaQ^InUM the dvf af Peiite<|tfi| 
^4tay this 3 Could not ihe sain« Omaipoteiipfr 
Ipmie reoideiecl one dialect inleUigibie to all hdaroiv^ 
al' no greater e^q^eneo of miiacaloiis power, than 
vaa lequkad to pour at once the eloquence of 
more than fifty Tarious languages from the lips of 
ticelve unlettered men? It waa tba divine willy 
that ^ach should bear them speak in hit mm 
tongue^ the^ wonderful works of Grod : and shall 
our po<nr sister sit desolate upon her green mou»« 
UinSy excluded, through our iniqi;^tottS negleot^ 
£pom sharing the privilege that was extended to the 
swardiy Egyptian, and the dweller of the distant 
de8^rt-*-that is now carried out alike to the in- 
habitant of polar regions, and to the Souih-sea 
islander, to the wild hunter in his western forest, 
to the Brahmin, in his eastern fane, »id which ia> 
bis own uncouth dialect, speaks words of peace in 
the Hottentot's kraal ? It is a foul spot in oi:^ 
&asts of excursive charity, to have those of' our 
own household sit famishing at the portal : it is a 
denying of the faith— it is an aggravation of some- 
thing worse than infidelity. But, blessed be God I 
the odious stain is in the hands of the scourer; 
and fuller's soap will, ere long, whiten this defiled 
gaiment of ours. It must be so: for the Lord 
^ts such persuasive words into the mouths of 
tbose who plead for our poor sister, that many 
wn^p on that di^ri cqnstratned to lay down for a 
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iiMle'the teldseope so c^oinly pointed tbirArds 
die remote corners of the globe, and shed a tear 
over the mourner, who has so long sat neglectik] 
at ^eir feet. God puts such tears into his botfte : 
yet, not by weeping shall we help Ireland, unlesi 
we join thereto die fervent supplication of intercede 
iiig spirits : and when' that is accomplished, we 
have done but the preliminary work. Our tearA 
and prayers are to the Lord, that he would send 
help: he answers, ''Who shall I send, or who will 
^ for us V* Here is the test : are we ready to 
i^ply, " Here am I, send me ?" Peiiiaps not liter- 
aflly, for no miraculous power is now put forth, to 
fit us /or the task of speaking in other tongues ; 
lind we cannot alT become learners of a new dia- 
lect : but let it be remembered that there are hun- 
dreds, yea, thousands, competent to engage in the 
sacred labour, and under the greatest advantages 
that local knowledge and attachment can afford, 
awaiting only the means which you hold within 
your purse-strings, to set them at work. This 
fkct is unquestionable ; and a most astounding fact 
it is, — ^two shillfngs will buy an Irish Testament ; 
eight shillings the whole word of God in that Ian- 
guage; and three pounds eleven shillings and 
three-pence, will afford a salary on which a native 
Irishman can be found, to spread its contents, foir 
a year, amid the habitations of his darkened cdtinf* 
ttymen. And oh, how beautiful on the ihotint&ttf 



of SsR a|^ the feet of tbote who pnUish pe«ic^ 
wber^ war— rintefitine war, goaded by bigotiy — 
bat &f age^ past defiled the land with blood ! I 
lofok aroupd me on the peaceable possessions of aA 
Cnglish garden : I recall a long sojourn in the sis- 
ter isle, yet inore brilliantly clad in the profusion 
of vegetable beauty, and again does my heait bleed 
over a scene most unexpectedly placed before jny 
mind's eye, in the very assemblage to which I 
have alluded. 

There stood forth one, who came to plead for 
his poor country ; and he told a simple tale of 
what his own eyes had seen, his own experience 
verified, within a short space of time. He spoke 
of a mansion where peace had dwelt : where the 
pastor of a parish had long abode, and from whence 
he was driven by the blood-thirsty rage of a mul 
titude, whose menaces compelled him to flee for 
his life. He told of the wretched coi\trast that 
ensucd-rof the glebe-house transformed to a bar- 
rack — of peaceful chambers garrisoned by armed 
9ien— of the bugle note echoing where, from a 
fai3(uly altar, had ascended the quiet tones of prayer 
and ptaise. Tears from many eyes bore witness 
to the sympathy of his hearers ; but none flowed 
fir(Hn a source so deep as mine. That pastor was 
my friend; that glebe-house was the pleasant 
hou^e where I learnt the meaning of those other- 
^i^ ioei^licable words, Irish hospitality ! In 

80* 
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tKose light and aii^. clMimte», I bad^ nMUij^ 9' 
night, sunk into pleasant repose ; awakened hf-^tm 
morning beano, to rove through a wilderness of the 
choicest sweets, and then to knee) amid the house 
hold band, uniting my devotions at that family altar. 
There was no fiction in it : nothing for imagiiiaUdii 
to fill up; all was reality, deep-felt, agonizing 
truth : and though, I bless my God, I do love 
Ireland, and mourn for her, and have tried to serve 
her, even from that very time, yet I never so loved, 
I never so grieved, I never so burned to spend and 
be spent for her, as when that appalling description 
was given, of scenes where my bosom's warmest 
affections had been drawn out, and where the vic- 
tims of popish persecution were my friends, my 
endeared, my hospitable Christian friends; and 
the wretched instruments of destruction were the 
smiling peasants, whose cabins I had visited, 
whose children I had fondled, and from whose 
scanty meal of potatoes I had often accepted the 
choicest morsel, rather than hurt their generous 
feelings, by declining that which they could ill af* 
ford to give. My poor, warm-hearted, impetuous, 
deluded Irish ! What can I do for them ? Wha^ 
but pray and plead for their immortal souls, drag* 
ged into perdition by means of chains, that youj 
reader, might well assist to break. 

The dear young pastor who related dris touch* 
ing story, gave a singular instance of die etffieacf 



cf^ iImm ai»ftD»« lie u^ of ite fimeral of. « 
policeBiaDy whose mangled rematiia he buried amid 
. menacing' tboasaads of those whose hands had shed 
bfis Meod, or whose hearts applauded the deed* 
They pressed on the heretic minister^ with thoughts 
of sitmlar violence ; but the Lord put it into hia 
heart to use his knowledge of the vernacular tongue 
for their benefit : .he continued the beautiful service 
in Irish ; and the effect was wdtiderful. They, 
listened, they joined in it ; and at the close they 
opened a passage for him with uncovered headsy. 
pronouncing a blessing on him in the tongue tha( 
Aey loved : and such was* the influence that itsi 
lise had given him over them, that, when frankly 
declaring their purpose of not leaving a Protestan|> 
alive in the parish, they tcdd him his blood would 
be the last that they should abed ! ; 

I caAnot forget the thrilling reality -of all this ;, 
neither could I, n<Nr would t, forget that he who sqi 
feelingly, so tenderly, interceded fcH* hi» delude^ 
countrymen, had, within a few short weeks, beheld 
the grey hairs of his own beloved father broughl 
down in blood to the grave, by the murderous hand* 
of audi as he was pleading for. He alluded not ta 
this : but surely the blessing of him who prayed 
for His murderers, could not but sanctify the effort 
made: and surely a portion of that blessing will 
accompany even my poor secoxd of it, to reach the 
tieait^ some en beliall of Iidbnd's guiUy Papinlft: 



md her Wfongvd, her perseenttng, Jmnc, fffrgJriiH: 
Cbriitian Protestants. 

I am not going to select a flower, and an indhgU 
dual for this chapter. I take the whole garden for 
my type, and Ireland for my departed friend, M9M \ 
•he lies among the dead : but the spirit of life will 
re-enter, and she shall cast forth her grave clothest 
despite of Satan and of RcHane. I remember^ noanjr 
years ago, pas^ng some hours in a garden, that 
night serve as the very personification of Ireland. 
it belonged to a noble mansion, the titled owner of 
which had not for years inhabited it. The dwelling 
was closed, but in no manner decayed ; and the 
garden was deserted, not destroyed. There were 
Winding walks, bordered with exquiaite shrubs: 
but the latter had attained a growth that str^^ched 
their branches across the paA; and weeds of 
enormous magnitude seemed to competei oa equal 
terms, the possession of the soil. In one place, 
my foot was caught by the tangled meshes of a 
moas^x>se-tree, straggling quite over the gravel 
walk, and actually throwing me down in my at- 
tempt to pass ; nor did I escape without scratched 
bands and a torn dress. In another, I had to rend 
my way, though reluctantly, by destroying whole 
Aiasses of honey^^suckle ; and such was the diffi- 
culty of proceeding, that cwly one of the p$ur^ 
would acccmipany nfie in my determined efforts to 
eiplQie the wtole scene, llwmt not be sq^posejf 



ffcal' overgrown rose-^trees, and raa^psnt htmej/^ 
suckles were the only obstacles we encountered^. 
Many a nettle thrust its aspiring shoots into our 
very faces; and not a few sturdy thistles po^ 
narded our ancles^ A more annoying, vexatious^ 
perplexing task could hardly be imagined ; only 
that at every step, we ^ere compelled to cry oiit, 
** If it were but weeded, and pruned, and dressed, 
what a paradise it would be !" 

I well recollect, too, the unexpected terminatioh 
of this strange ramble. We arrived at a spot 
where the luxuriant growth of all descriptions of 
garden trees, laburnum, lilac, arbutus, hiurel, liiid 
an endless etcetera, no longer shut out the sky firMi 
our \iew, but opened to us a little grassy kifdB, 
surmounted by an ancient yew, of beautifttl f<NPaiy 
round the trunk of which was the wreck of a rtih 
ral seat. We ascended the genXle slope, and a^ • 
tempted to pass round the tree ; but ah, what a 
start did I give on accomplishing the half of norjf 
purpose 1 Beyond that tree, not a leaf of vegeta 
tion was to be perceived, excepting the grass and 
hawthorn shoots that clad a precipitous descent, 0f 
a few yards, beyond which lay a strip of bright 
yellow sand, and then the ocean, the grand, the 
glorious German ocean, stretching away to the 
horizon, in the deep blue of unbroken repose ; save 
where the thousands of little silvery btUows, gem- 
med into unspeakable beauty, by the skntitig rttys 
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#f ibe oaart, «kL ^KMrted o? er the .«anda» Thp 
-flwitwHf WM incoBceiTably fine 4 ne^r di4 opean 
tppitiT 8o migbtyy nor ^ all the grand mii|pf ificenc^ 
•I fatMtven' to iupofiogly 0llblima^ as when I bfid 
jttfi emcarged from diat labyrinth of neglected 
A»w#rs aad persaitled weeds. Yet it was, all la 
Ineptag : sea and sky most beautifully harmonised 
with the wide range of tall green shmbs, on whicti 
•I ootttd look back, or rather down, from the &aai* 
tteKce : and the masy^tinted clouds of sunset ap; 
peared as the very pall^ from whence the flower? 
bad stolen their corresponding hues. I was thea 
• wild youi^ girl, and my feelings were kindled to 
.tbe higher pitch of enthusiasm by the scene : but 
X Mt^ethot^l that a deserted garden on England's 
wOiMitera coast, war, in after years, to furnish a type 
ior Ibe lovely western isle, concerning which I, <^ 
eoQise, knew less then I did of Peru or Kamt- 
^^^tjka. I say of course, because it seems to be 
ai^neral.rule among us, that young people should 
kflpw no more of Ireland than they can learn by 
.^toBimitting to. memory the nai^es of its four pro 
Tinoes and thirty-two counties ; and old people only 
wh^t they can glean from the newspapers : in 
.ploof whereof I will just mention that, four years 
ago, wanting to refer to an authentic history oi 
Iieland, I went to borrow it from the library of a 
Ant rate military public institution, which salaries 



tf proftAHior Irf fai8twy~diefe wfts tooiie t I fhMM 
i^t toull Ibe privi^ ccileetioDs yHfHinh Imi ttiles; 
tfnd some much fartber, but no such book as a his^ 
tory of Itdlaiid was to be foutid in any of tbetti 
i applied t6 a quarter in London, wh^re I was 8af#' 
erf success :— any other history was at my servifce ; 
but not a line of Irish history had they. Po^r a*' 
I Wiis, 1 r^nild not endure the stigtnm to rest ^n nW 
the Engtish ; so I bought Lelahd, in three good 
Tolumes; and I positively declare that, of til the 
English friends who haye noticed it in my preciowft 
cabinet of Irish bog-yew, not one had read the booh; 
Now, if this be not the deriPs doing, to blind dtif* 
eyes, and harden our hearts against the claims of 
our dear brethren— whose is it t Yet there id n 
Work I Would rather see than Leland's, in the poe» 
session of my friends. Christopher Anderson**' 
Historical Sketches of the native Irish, is a gens 
such as six shillings will not often buy. 

1 have rambled from my garden, but not from: 
my point. Ireland is such a spot as I have faith- 
fully described; for what I have written is un- 
adorned fact. Irelaifid is a garden, where what 
was originally good, has run to rampant mischief, 
only bearing abundant token that it needs but to 
be pruned and trained, to become again most inno- 
cently lovely. Ireland is a garden, where what it 
radically bad, has, through our wicked neglect, 
taken root, and well nigh usurped the soi^ to the 



«rtit|N9ttoii «f nmKf a dslao^e plant, tiMit wa%! 
thrait out to make way for its Boxtem gwirtfau: 
IieUiid is a giMrdea, ^bere he who only louogeaj 
for hia arouaeni^ty or dwells fwc his caQTenience, 
tftll be-;-ought to be — ^son^hed, and stang, and 
trqiqped up, and bemauled : but where he who^ 
with are and pruoiDg-hook, assails the bad root, 
and dresses the good tree, who gathers^ op, and 
bilids together, and weeds, and plants, and wsftei% 
lec^iing to God for the increase, may, and will, be--: 
hoU his share of the desert transformed Into w 
l^ooming Eden — the wilderness into the garden of 
tbe. Lord* Furthermore, he shall find» when hm; 
work is ended, a resting*place, where the ocean of. 
QteKiity shall )ie before him in all the unruffled, 
majesty of bright repose, while the winds are hel^ 
ftst in the hollow of God's hand, and the siia 
sUnes forth, eren.tbe S«m of Righteousness, tor 
beautify with celestial splendour the interminabla 
jcospect of delight. " Not of works,'' God for- 
bid ! No, but of that grace which alone, in tbo- 
fiioe of Satan and, all his hosts^ can gird us to the 
mighty deed of burling great Babylon from her. 
usurped seat : an4^ which do^s not t^hoose and 
sanctify an instrument here, to be cast into the fire 
when the winrk is accomplished. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



THE J£SSAMINS. 



Tbat dear little . modest flower, the Jessatnme, 
viA its iiiilk«>wliite blossoms half hid in the masses* 
df eool refreshing green, used to adorn the most 
Itmited spot, in the shape of a garden, that ever I 
was confined to^ as a promenade. It was, in fact, 
merely a gravelled walk, raised to tUe height of a 
couple of steps above the level of the pav^ court, 
which formed the rear of some premises where I 
was an inmate. The farther side, and the ex- 
tremities of this walk, were bounded by an ex- 
ceedingly high wall ; and nothing could have been 
more ruefully sombre, or naore widely removed 
from any approach to the picturesque, had not the 
old wall possessed a mantle of Jessamine, the 
most kurariant that I remember ever to have seen. 
The ^nder branches had mounted nearly to its 
summit ; then, finding no farther artificial support, 
through neglect, which shall presently be accoun- 
ts for, they bent downward, shooting out in un- 
checked profusion, until the whole space might 
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with firict proprie^ be called a boirar. The«pp«r 
pan of the wall was more gaudily attired^ in^dl tke 
Tariations c^ green moes, yellow and bhie creepers, 
and the dark red of the wallflower. Beyond 
these, nothing appeared but a strip of sky. At 
the foot of the rampart some thrifty hand bad ar- 
ranged a narrow plantation of balm, sage, parslej, 
and thyme, so close that the introducti(» of any 
other shrub was impossible: of coarse, the old 
waU possessed the s^e claim to the desfgaiitieii el 
a flower-gardra; and, circumetanced as I itM» 
wa^ I learnt to be thankful for any medium tb^t 
led my eye to the brighter world above ; Ssr, in 
truth, all sublunary tbii^s were exeeediagly dirk 
around me. 

It was impossible, at least to me, to avoid idea 
tifying the Jessamine with her who owned thai 
narrow spc4, and who was peacefully jouraeyiaf 
cm, to tako up her last earthly abode iu one stall 
narrower. Disease had blanched her -cheek to the 
whiteness of the flower, and bowed lier fnme like 
its declining branches; while the nature of her 
malady forbade die continuance of her once In* 
Tourite occupation of training and propping the 
Jessamine^ Cancer, in its worst and most wcm^ 
oiating form, bad seized upon her; and, at ^ 
time whereof I speak, it had i^ead from tba side 
to the arm, reducing her to a stiUe <»f s«^B6iri{^"i#t 
!o be conceived but by those who have cl^y 



mtdhtdilte imgMw of tka^doalB^ ^ 

(Hlen^bave I gone out bom the preseace of tbfi 
dear mSeievy to meditate upon the amasii;^ povtr 
o( dime gracet which ahe abundaifttLy poaaeaae^^; 
a rkb treaawre in «i earthen Yetael ao deplprably 
maenad aa to make it doaUy apparent that all the 
eaeeUeacy of that power was of Grod. I ibud it 
hardy in an early atage of my Christian e^tperiAnoiy 
to reconcile the aeuteness of her bodily anguifh 
With thoae promises of holy writ whioh dfscr^ 
the believe as possessed of all things— godliness ^ 
as having the promise of this life^ aa well as that 
wUch is to come' — and the Lord as withholding 
no good thing from them that walk uprightly. I 
oenki not comprehend how such exquisite patience 
should be visited with tribulation so severe ; for I 
had still to leam^ that the trHuilation wrought tlie 
patiesoe. Hundreds of times have I paced up 
and down that confined path, murmuring against 
the cross that my fioead so cheerfully, bore ; and 
qaestioning the kyve that so grievously afflicted 
her* Sometimes the dumb boy, then in die first 
ateps of inatrnctiony w<Hild eome to me, increasing 
my perplexity by showing that the same thoughts 
aeeupied his mind. In.his imperfect phraseolo|^, 
ka would again and again say, ' Poor Mrs. C. 
much knt What? God love Mrs. C.l God 
faittt Mm. C. Whatr Ths wcud-^hat ! inuir 
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fogtimljr TCpeaiedf ^tfkh m imiftifimii fIniM H lbs 
head, signified a desice far iafoniifttioa. la litis 
case^ I could only iqily, * Yes, Goi lores Mrs* C. 
Poor Mrs. C. soon go to heaven.' Jack» who 
realised heartily things in a way that few of us 
attain to, was coment with this assnrasfse, under 
the expectation of her immediate removal to glory : 
bat I knew Uiat she had, probably, many a loog 
month to Hnger yet ; and as weeks passed ^way, 
Jack would come out with his embarassing ' What? 
Mrs. C. veiy long pain ! What — ^God love Mrs. C..?' 
I foufid her, one day, in her nice parlour, dress- 
ed as usual, with exquisite neatness, her pocn: arm 
supported in a sling of white muslin, and her pale 
cheek wearing the sorrowful smile that rarely left 
it. ' Have you had a tolerabb night, dear friend^' 
I asked. She replied, ' I had no sleep at alk; the 
doctor dared not give me an anodyne, and the pain 
was so excessive, that I could not help weeping. 
However, a thought came into my mind that com- 
forted me. It occurred to ine that I might have 
been brought up a Socinian ; and oh, dear lady, 
how dreadful it would have been, to acknowledge 
Jesus Christ as smnetbing less dian <Jod ! When 
I thought of the mercy that taught me ficom my 
early you^ to confess Him as God; and the sove- 
reign gi'Bce that has more lately enabled me to see 
Him as my God, bearing my sins in Hisjown bodty 
tm the tree, oh, then my tears fell mBeb&ittar; 



fM they "mtt Ml of jojr; and I loam dw mtot 
of the pain tfaftt k«pt me awake to recall this met 
cy to mind, and to meditate on \b» great love of 
my Saviour.' 

While she said this, her tears again stole forth; 
but her countenance wore an aspect 8o heavenly, 
that I soon betook myself to the Jessamine walk, 
to wonder why I had never thanked God for apt 
allowing me to be bom among Socinians. 

A whole year, I think, this blessed woman lia* 
gered in tortures indescribable ; and latterly she 
* would not admit into her room any but those who 
were obliged to enter it ; so great was the delicaey 
of her feelings for others. She, however, used to 
speak from her bed to those in an adjoining apart- 
ment, the door being p^ced ajar, and very sweet 
was her conversation. One day, after a week of 
dreadful agony, she asked her maid to lift her from 
her bed, to try if a change of position would bring 
any relief ; she was accordingly, seated oh a loW 
chair ; and, laying her head on the girl's shoukldf, 
in a very soft, but animated voice, she murmured, 
*Mary -Heaven ? and instantly departed thither. 

I placed some delicate Jessamine flowers in her 
co£Bn : and most delicious it was to gaze upon her 
placid countenance, with a vivid recoUection of her 
bitter sufferings, and an equally vivid assurance (s( 
her present bliss, Never did the beautiful hymn, 
commencing, ^Ah, lovely appearaiiee of death/ 
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Mmm 80 ap|myqri«l»,^«8 wben I mpMted it bew)^ 
ker corpse : Bever did the high wall of the daik 
Uule garden, atiidded with shining whita stmn, 
afford so sweet a meditation as on ihe dose of that 
auiDfiner-eTe« Three or four days after. Jack and 
I arose yery early to see her remains cammiUed 
to the ground, while the deW'Kirops wer« still upon 
.the grass. His smile was iriumphanily joyous, 
though tears stole down his cheeks^ as he said, 
* Yes, God loves Mrs., C. Good Mrs. C. gone to 
heaven. Yes, Jesus Christ loves Mrs. C 

I have frequently heen led to consider the asser- 
liws of 8<Mne Christians, that hodily suffering is 
not an evil : that, when in severe pain, they could 
desire still greater, as enabling them the more to 
gk^rify God ; and also that ^uch inflictions are sent 
altogether as marks of distinguishing favour, not 
in punishment. T do not think that such vsas the 
view taken by my friend ; she appeared to regard 
.the sufferings of her body as a chastisement, not 
)oyous but grievous; but being to her, throu^i 
divine grace, made an exercise of faith, patience, 
and love, it yielded most peaoeable and beautifiil 
fruits. I have been startled, many a time, by the 
rash and presumptuous complaints of thosa in 
prosperity, lamenting that they had no cross laid 
upon them, and envying the lot of their <Mifflicted 
friends ; as though tribulation and anguish werp 
the deteiti^ined portion of all God's children I 



gpnal lial tkft mperte ataores ue we must duroiigh 
M>cb tiibolalion enter the kingdom of heayeli; 
and that all who live godly in Christ Jesus shall 
suffer persecution ; but I cannot see that it necesr 
sadly follows that we are to doubt our adoption, 
when the Lord, giving ua liberally, all things to 
enjoy, fills our ' hearts with food and gladness. 
£ase and prosperity are, in themselves, very try-, 
mg to the Christian ; and he is apt enough, when 
so tried, finding his corruptions strong, and sin, 
struggling for the dominion, to prescribe for him- 
self a course of temporal calamities, as the only 
effectual remedy ; mstead of applying to the sanc- 
tifying aid of the Holy Spirit^ who taught Paul no 
less how to abound, than how to suffer need. I 
have often admired the levelling simplicity of that 
concise portion of our beautiful litany, which bids 
us pray " In all time of our wealth, in all time of 
our. tribulation, good Lord deliver us." One state 
is not a wit more secure than the other ; we are 
j«st as prone to make a popish purgatory of our 
i^Qictions« as we are- to make a fooFs paradise of 
our joys ; and sinful as it is to repine under the 
chastening rod, it appears even more inexcusable 
to grumble at the profusion of our temporal mer- 
cies. On the other hand, unless in some very 
peculiar cases, it seems to me quite as unbecoming 
to make a boast of our calamities, as to glory iu 
our worldly possessions ; for what is it, in fact but 
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A eovert Taimt of out patience and .fiM^I I iMAtt 
seen some dear sufferers, writhing under the vtoft^ 
excruciating torments of acute disease, er pinkig 
in lengthened confinement to a sick room, or;weep«> 
ing, in the bitterness of their souls, a sudden be- 
reavment, which has left them comparatively alene 
upon earth : — I have seen them compelled to Ii«t«ii, 
while others, in the full enjoyment of health and 
prosperity, lectured them upon the enviablenemt of 
their lot : and required of them songs of mirth in 
their heaviness. God can, and does, give songs in 
^e night of sorrow, heard by himself done ; and 
undoubtedly, he also enables his people to rejoioe» 
even outwardly, at the abundant consolations with 
which he outnumbers their light and momentary 
afflictions; but I do not love to see a wounded 
spirit, lodged in a weak body, crammed, as it were, 
with the crude notions of others, who but know tbewo 
retically what their friend is sensibly experiencing. 
I am very sure that Mrs. C. was one of th^e 
most heavenly-minded persons I ever met with; 
Her rank in life did not bring her into what in 
called pdite society, except among those who re 
cognized the tie of membership under one ^ori 
ous Head. Her education had not been of a sup^ 
rior order ; but alike in mind, manners and convei* 
sation, the indwelling Spirit shed a lustro^ arouni 
her, which commanded respect from every one 
There was an humble dignity in her- deportmetif 



AlitX2«id4««eike moat ndkksi islo sulm^riikHi 
to ik$r oaln iuid mM lebuke : and Iter s^opilM- 
SHig payors came to ker less toimpstft than toieeehre 
eoiAriatioii^ enoMiragementy and apiritud pto6i: 
wliile she/in the spirit of a little child, desired biK 
W sit dX their feet and )eam« Now, I would sooner 
\JBk» the- feelings of such a person far a rule where- 
by to judge, than the kboored Gooeliisions of {»io- 
f&and thinkers, on a point whidi, after all, they 
.eeuld but thi^k upon : and I am sure that Mrs. C* 
legmrded pain as a posiMTe eril, the bitter aiid btt* 
miliating fruit of sin, judicially inflicted, to rdbtdie 
and chtoten ; and by no meatis to be glorified in, 
as an especial privilege, even by God's children. 
I have seen the tears stand in her eyes, while her 
look expressed smnewhat of Job's moumfil re- 
proof, to the injudicious friends, who hndertoek to 
pro^ that her bodily torments were so many csi^ 
hr exultaUeii and delight: but, wksn left to draw 
her own deductions from d;ie Lord's dealii^ wM 
hetf as explained by his word, and applied by 4jhe 
Spirit, she would sweetly adknowkc^e, as in the 
tnstanee of that sleepless night, how much of mei^ 
cy her severest trials were made the raeians of 
^MOfeying to her soul . Had recovery been possiUe, 
I mi^ BO doubt that she wouM -i^adly have med 
•ev«7 means to throw off her dreadful malady; 
Md most touehiog was die ferteney of her tlwnk- 
ftilneas lo tke Father of mevcies^ .when a' fMr 



hMKii of sloiip krilbnii pemxttad to wlrMbHMr 
nMffiod body. ¥et Am desifed to defMNrti imd'to 
he vMb Chrift, kBowing H to be €ur better ib&iiJtt 
kl^^eaod s0J6umnpoii ««nh ; aod sioee dM LeM 
had appointed diai liagermg aad agonisiiigr d ifteawt, 
Mfaer pfttb lo ike grairei ebe waa eontent.' f^ 
msf thati if h&ta her emm dioice sImi ^mmfal 
not have preterad a leva torfiifii% diaea»e, would 
be aaoie than I abonUfeei^ jast^ed in asaerting : but 
I aflt auce thai Ao belieired tftat to be best fbrhor 
whieh the Loid had cboten ; and that she never 
daaiied it to he olfaenme than aa He willed it. 

The Jeasamiae, al aU timea and in all placea, ia 
kMly : bat Uia^ on the anti<pie vraH, brMrthiffg 
imgpuBiot on n^ evening piroaieaa4e, wna- cenaiil- 
Ijr the rideat and the awe^eat that i ever met 
with* No flower ean be Aiore wimpl^ ekgant i|k 
lenB, OMie unlaioted in 4be purity of ita petltet 
wUleneaa, or D»ire refreshingly odDiiferoua In* ita 
Micate scent. Theee u, besides, something in 
ias mter inability lo soaiain itself, that farther iIlo»- 
inrtes Ihe Chrialian chftraeter. The Jessamine 
viU aq>ire and grow to a considerable heigb^baitit 
most be ujdield tfaroug^eot, or it didcs dewnwasd, 
and defilea in the dost of the earth thbse bentiaa 
whach w«re Ibnsed to expand towards heaeei. 
Lei but a single shoot break loose' from itar sop^ 
jlesly and you see il str^giing lar awwr> with mi 
l aa tth a rard lendemy, die iqmt ef eeery wind.* lb 
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not iIm type obvious ? I once remaikod a stray- 
iag biaDch of the Jessamine, crossed in its way 
by the shoot of a nei|^ibouriDg i?y, and finnly 
^ed 10 die wall by the steady progress of its 
mate adhesiTe coDapanioo. Here, the strong bore 
the infinnities of the weak, by love serving another, 
and becoming a fellow-Mper in tho &ith to a less 
stable believer. It was hfiaayfsi to: see how, from 
this point, the Jessamine shot upwards, bearing to a 
g«M^ beigbt ih» fsagrani bloesooietliat Woiii4 other- 
wise.have>e<ai trampM under foot : and (he iitf^tr. 
eoee was oheeriiig too. L have oftes thought ^t 
I SB»st Mnsle a:cbapter on the ivy, which ie really the 
mmi patroni^iiiig of plants ; tbou^lv like jthe patiMs * 
of. this world, it sometupes destroys its pcoteysw 
But to return (o the. JesssAiine. li ie leag sinfi^ I 
gaaed-upcm the old wall of dear Mrs. C.'s htin^le 
garden, and many an experimental lesson haferl 
stiK^ been foade to learn* of the seeessity both for 
ptop and primk^4iaife, among the Losd's wi^ 
slraggUog plants* But t^re is semething so*sif$et 
i0 the recoUection of my loaely waU(e» w^erejn- 
deed dMre was scarcely room fimr t#o to/ pace [the 
gacdeDi that I rank the JeSsaeaiiie, wkb its pdm^ 
learet .and slarry flowers^ aeeieftf the most piedeus. 
o£ my stMe : and if er^ I possess a cottage' #£ 
my jow»> it riisH clothe the wafis, and pe^ mt» 
the CBseimiite, with ^ welirf oroQB t het iBd >etwy: 
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I VATS already mentioiied that I wa» neariy JtolM'-« 
red from taking up two or three aubjects, by find* 
iBg diat Hervey had Ivft ne nuthiiig to aay reapeel* 
ing the particular flowers connecled with them 
I (Shall, however, TeBlare to purstsie the or^^mil 
plan, at least widi regard to one of these, eapeckd 
ly as I have i^ry little to say cS the type ; and a 
great deal of that to which I have aHached it, a» a . 
memento. 

I never could took upon ^e Passton-flower -so 
enthusiastically as s<«ie do, nor fiod much gral)fi* 
cation in following up the imaginary resemblanee - 
to that whence its name is derived : and, strange 
aa it may appear, although peculiarly ioiid of 
graphic representatipns, I have rather an aversion, 
as well to those whkh assume to pourtray the 
awfial scene of Calvary, as to die incongruoua host 
of Madonnas and holy families^ wlii<^,>fi0m their 
utter dissimilarity one to another, irresistibly im«^ 
press my mind with dM idba of gross fictwa, and 



netlier dond than asustthe mental peiceptipn of'; 
what is. so atmply and sweetly set forth in the wsit'* . 
ten word. Perhaps a consciousness o£ the idolaf- . 
trous purpose to which such pictures have boen 
perrerted, may bane conuibuted to ^odu^ ^im 
effect. 

The Passion-flower was not placed on mjr list 
of favoorites, until I met with it — can any reader 
guess where? — ^growing against the Walls of a 
Roomn Cathotic chapel. It then became endeared 
to me indeed; and holds, to this day, a high place* 
among the most touching of my lovely remeinhf 
brancers. I was dwelling in Ireland, not lar from 
a flourishing nunnery, which it was the fashion for. 
strangers to visit : l^t I had never felt any in^- 
natioQ so to do, until a friend mentioned to me 
that, among the children of the convent seho<d, 
there was a deaf mute, whom they could by no 
means teach. My interest was excited : and, as I 
knew something of the mode of instructing such) 
I readily accompanied my friend to the convent, to- 
profier my he^. As we passed 'along, she lau^ 
ir^ly remarked, ' I did iM>t thkik any thing would. 
}Are tempted you to visit such a place.' I replied, 
Where God is pleased to point out a path of duty, 
M care not in what direction it may lie. As a nutt* 
ter of idle ouriosity, you would- not haveprevaHed 
oiiiBt to go there.' 
It vraa with some trepidation diat I entered, for* 
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fiMl^rtm, H baiHHog to which tb« U^ 
of femier days had attached many roma&tic Htm ; 
^i^k the better instruction of a later peixoi had 
ttfQght me to view it in its real chaiact^, at a 
afrong-hdd of superstition and sel&r^hteQua ^hi* 
sion. The nun, who had especially taken an in* 
t<hrest in the little dumb girl, was presently intro* 
dlkced to me; and never did I behold a taore en- 
gaging ereateure. Tall, graceful, and bearing about 
her the 'manners of polished society, her aspect 
Was that of die most wintiing sweetness, the most 
unaftcted humility: and when, by a very short 
pI'OCess, I convinced her that every difficulty might 
b6 overcome, and the child instructed to spell atid 
wvilei the sparUing animation of her looks, the 
eager delight widi which $he listened to my direc- 
tions, and the fervency of her eloquent thanks, 
while, with glistening eyes she caressed die child 
v^hoee welfaire she was planning, all attracted me 
irresistibly. I do not know how far the picturesque 
effect of her habit, whidi I never be&K-e had seen 
--4lse loose fdds of a long black robe gathered in- 
to a broad belt, with its diBpending rosary, and the 
graceful veir which, AtlKng back from lier beautifttl 
brow, nearly sw^ the ground, — ^might tend te 
deepen ihb impression; bat eertninly I hdiered 
her to be, without i&xception, the inost iaaoinating 
creature I had ever seen : and whan she eslMUsM 
te wrik anftind Are garden vriA hois { wmSfy 
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-mgn^A, gkd of any excuse to ptoiong ^« a 
▼iew. 

Sto sko^vred tne her plantei and brouj^t note lb 
the enlranee of a building, which I supposed mif^ 
be a school-house, where a handsome fl^ht sf 
stairs led to two large folding doors. Hiese she 
pushed open, and I entered : but to my teal dis- 
may, i found myself opposite a splendid altsi^ 
profosely decorated with images, corered' with 
gilding, and variously ornamented : abore all, was 
elen^ated the cruoifix ; and, on turning to look for 
my companion, I saw her nearly prostrate in tfab 
door-way, her arms crossed on her bosom^ iHsd btt 
head almost touching the ground, in profound ad 
oration of that idolatrous image. The impulse ef 
my feelings was to make a precipitate repeat ; biit 
the nun arose, and taking my arm, led me onwanis. 
The chi^l was very raagnificent, but I ahnmk 
£rom the contemplation, and confined my remarks 
to the beautiful prospect, from its windd^, of the 
garden beneath; and hastened oar retiinu The 
nun retreated slowly backwards with many genu- 
flexions : and I almost ran out, rejoicing when d» 
richly canred doors once more dosed upon a scene 
•o hidescribably painfol to me. 

My gentle conductress redoubled her attmitioos 
to cheer me ; for the sudden depression of Dly 
sprite could not but be visible to hei* : and as we 
Ml the buiUmg she gallMnd a Fasaion^flawif^ 



k^m a kixorint plants tbai maalled its wi^^ pp^ 
aenting it with a graceful expression of her gprati- 
tudBy and saying it was in itself a po<^ t^^i,* but 
•lieh ia the sacred resemblance which it bore to 
Whal we both held niost holy. 

I to^ an affectionate leave of her: and op 
•ahewing the flower to a frijend, with an accouDit of 

Jte fair donor, she replied, 'Poor E ! It cpuld 

be no other, for she is all that you describe, and 
"ifaer&is not one like her in the place.' She theii 
piroeeeded to tell me, that my nun was a youi^ 
lady, educated in the Protestant faith ; but led to 
apoatatize under strange circuiQstances* What 
fliese were, she could not inform m^ : :i>ut aei^eral 
'yem i^r I learnt her story. It was briefly this : 
her father, a Rcmlaiiiat, had married a Pr^stant, 
with the customary iniquitous agreement that the 
•ORB should be brought up in his religion — the 
^cbnighters in hers« Daughters only were born, and 
'^y wei^ educated in the^ Protestant faith ; but, 
m their ^Ktber's ,death, a number of prieats assem- 
bled, to perform offices for the departed soul, du- 
ffing the tiflde that the corpse lay in the house ; and 
^90 w^ did they improve dieir opportunity, that the 
widow and all her daughters renounced Protestiml- 
ism shortly after the funeeal> with the ^zceptipn ol 

E . 

' To overcome ber consciantious repugnance^ the 
ttost fie&vSous mewni were reaor^ ; api^teiMl- 
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ed lafarscte, perfeiVDed by ftemo relic, faikd to 
Tert, though it 9ta^ered hejr : and tltey then hmi 
reccmilse to one of the foal stratagems, ttowmjomm 
in gaining proselytes from anKmg the jpouBg aad 
itAaginative. They eonlriyed that, in the dead q£ 
night, a figure resembling her deceased lat^, «£ 
whom she was ^ery £Dnd, should appear lo fafl^^ 
stating that he had obtained p^mission to 
the earth, for the sacred purpose of sdeoinly 
suring her, that the faith in which he died, was tht 
only passport to heayen. This succeeded— skt 
never recorered from the shock : but she ronouBO^ 
ed her religion, and took the veiK 

Had I known this at the tioie, I cannot 99f M 
what lengths my indignatioii might hav«h camiad 
me : bm the bare fact of her batmg apostattaa^ 
was sufficient to rouse my aeak I soon sepeftttd 
my visit; and faithfuHy told her how very fiuci 
was from agreeing in her views ; wtile tlw good 
nuns, on their part, had, as I found, aheady^^igagod 
the help of a seminary of Jesuits, not far off, lo 
proselytize me^; and poor E. was permitted to f^ 
bw her affectionate indinalton for m^ iKKa0(§p^ 
under the charitable hope tiltat Ae mi|^t lue^e nagr 
soul. I look back with emotions of traai)di«g 
tibankft]lne8s to that time: for Z was very yeuag 
indeed in the faith, and totally ignorant of cmitr«^ 
Tersy. I knew that popery was idolatry ; and 1 
knew Uiat idd«try was a damnable aia; but ba^ 
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tbb, I had. 901^ examined the «iit>j#ct ^TM 
aoda pursued with me was to extort a promise 
iimi IT would carefully study wfaateyer iM^ks the 
i^Hi should leud me; and I gavei^ on <:onditioQ 
tbat I ttight write out, and that nhe wovUd read| 
oqr. epimoas on them. A parcel was, presently 
pmiy selected by the Jesuits ; and I sat down ^ 
fMDUBe ooe <^ the -most specious md dangerous 
works ever penned; (Milper's V£nd of CpntrpT 
versy.') I adhered to my togagement, and thanks 
he to God for hie unspeakable mercy in guarding' 
flie as he did ! I could not uoravel the artful web 
H^ deep and diabolical sophistry : but I saw and 
filt that it mus essentially opposed to the truth of 
fiwffilHie. I wept oyer the book, in grief and 
jpevpkkity:, but the l^oid led me to pray, and then, 
iMi hy A hof^ beam breakiag forth, I saw the 
ftiyilei^ oi iniquity in all its 4eceivableness of ua 
righteousness. Prayer had^ut the knot which rea. 
Ma could. »Qt diseotaegl^, and 1 was enabled to 
•at forth lbs truth, in a latter, to the poor nun, so* 
Hate exhibit the contrasting ei^ror in a forcible 
pckint of Tiew. . Other books were sent and read, 
afid JBemmented osa ; and the Lord oTerruled my 
l^nieoe course of study .to bringing me acquaint 
isd with the depths of this fearful delusion ; but, 
•t leagth, the d&9X nun, who had been carefully 
guafded from any private inferyiewa with me, after 
iMy.coouiiflSQfied <q[)(NratloB8^ managed to let m^ 
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laiaw, imrrilmg, tbat fhe wis not aflaWcd to «#§ 
a line of my comments on the books : all beuig 
committed, by her superior^ to their spiritual adk 
Tisers. She justified this proceeding, it is trae^; 
but I hare reason, to think it produced a strong 
effect on her naturally ingenuous tmd honourable 
mind. 

- Many a time did we try to see one another 
alone; and so anxious was I, that I once asked 
her to go to the chapel with me, and talk there : 
but- an old nun was beforehand with us, and was 
seated in a stall, conning her book when we entar^ 
ed. E. glanced towards her, made a sign to me^ 
and proceeded to talk of gardening. Shortly after 
this, they resolved to try what effect an imposing 
ceremony would have on me. I had, of courtoi 
refused to be present at the celebration of mass-: 
but now, two nuns were to prcrfess, and take the 
▼eil ; and so resolved were they to have me» that 
not only were two front seats reserved, but the 
whole service was fairly written out by the hmi 
of E., with a full explanation of the ceremoma, 
and sent to me with tickets for- my mother and 
myself: while all that affection could dictate, or 
flattery prompt,* or animated description pourtnqr 
to excite cariosity, was said in the accompsnyiag 
letter. I felt grieved to appear ungrateAsil iar 
audi kindness ; I gave diem credit for the moat 
oUiging intentioDS» awi periiaps, for a 3iiomeiH» I 



iteost wtshed to ofercome my sctt^flesy mk «^ 
lOtaFestiiig an occasion : but in propomon as i be* 
came acquainted with: the fearful chancter' of a 
religion cleiurly of^aed to the gospel of Chnaf^ 
and ceniinced of the rank idolatry perpeuated im 
its stated devotions, I felt the wickedness, tiie m^ 
gratitude, the dishonesty of sanctioning in wof 
way, whatever, those grioToits insults offered to 
my xedeeming God. I felt that every Protesisatt 
who complaeentiy looks on, becomes a partictpaSfls 
in those rites ; and I really dared not go into a 
plaoe where I had no warrant whatever for behev^ 
mg that God would go wiA me, under the pre* 
saaq^uous expectation that He would wait for me 
at the door, agdn lo anler into what he had deign^ 
wA to Biake His temple, s&et itM wanton and m^ 
oalled-for agreemei^ with idols. 

Ax3C<Nrdiogly 1 wrote as ddicale and grateful a 
talusal as I could; and my heart danced so ligli^ 
M my bosom alter it, that I trust there is no dan* 
ger of niy evw trying what sort of sensation a con>- 
tmry Itne of conduct would produce. 

My pQi»r mm, meanwhile, was very rapidly 
making: her l^alth had never been good, from the 
pecmd of lier apostacy, and ^e was now, at least 
-io I was told, con&ied to her apartment. I made 
omny visits to &e ccnvent," vainly desiring to itee 
Imt ; mtil very shortly before I left the nei^bowf^ 
'iped^ I called, rather as an ad of eivi%,, dial 



wth amy hBf/f^ of fiading poor E. ; but nAib ^iw 
lio^ in4he pajdoor^ I was istarded by her bunliiig 
ptd.lbe toom, 80 changed in appearance that I 
aearcely reoo^iaed her; and in great agitatioii. 
She aat dowA by me, and throwing her.arna round 
my Mck aaidy ' I was resolyed to see yoa once 
meie.' Befwe another word could be spohosi, 
thlree elderly nuns entered; and with looks tlmt 
tfqpfessed both alarm ai^d anger, actually forced 

her away^ one of them saying, that Sister wa^ 

not well enough to be spoken to, and ought not to 
have quitted her room. The impression left on 
my mind by this strange interview was painful in 
one sense-^in another joyous. That the interest* 
ing nun was under actual constnint, and severely 
dealt witi), I could not doubt: that her mind was 
awakened to the fearful peril of her apostate state, 
I had strong reason to believe : and well I knew 
that if the Lord was working, none could let it. 
Often and bitterly hare I reproached myself, th*t 
I did not more boldly and more unequivocatty, 
during our first interviews, bear a distinct testi- 
Bieny against her dreadftil delusion ; but I relied 
en her performance of the promise, which she 
certainly intended to fiilfiU of reading my remaiks 
on the books that were lent to me. As it was, a 
ooBScioosness of having failed in using the mea^ 
threw me in deepei" humility at the footAool of the 
imd, in fervent interdeasiCNi for my friend. I 



eontiiHied tlras to pmy, far about a ]f«ir; «Ml 
much Btraek wh^ neaiiy four years afterwaMfeit I 
karat that her death had taken place at the end ef 
diat time ; and, from the same toorce, f alaD 
gleaned the particulars already related, respeetiiig 
die means of her perversion from the trath^-^^er 
rather from nominal protestantism, for die was imI 
then in any degree spiritually enlighlcH ed ■ and I 
rejoieed in the aweet hope, that in ^ Muggk ifO 
apparent at our last meeting, and in which she 
probably lost her life, she. had overcome by the 
blood of the Lamb ; renouncing the idt^trmia 
ftiith into which she had been so foully entrapped. 
The secrets of her dying chamber, none can teH. 
Many a recantation openly made, is no whme 
registered but in heaven, and in the dark boaoadPs 
of those who suppress the tale. Beloved Ell 
cttmot look upon^he Pa8sion-»fiower,Hq[>reading 
wide upon the garden wall, or climbing the tsrilia 
before me, but I think I see the aoft white band 
of my pensive nun reaefaiag among its branches, 
and behold her graceful figure, with its bend of 
unaffected humility, as she gave me the memMito; 
her eloquent eyes bespeaking more than either ac- 
tion or words could exfnress. 

I remember, also, the disgust with which I onoe 
vritnessed the grossly familiar manners of some 
bulky priests, who came to the door of the roote 
unaware of my being iu i^i^Baamiars avidaatfy 



miM ^flfi ^wumg , to £.» wb<H neT^urtbekM, ytm 
t(m0lmm^ te wear an aef^ect of sqlmiia8km».wbw 
hfKc kaml waa warmly fseiz&d by tboa^ spiriuial 
paatoCB. I oaa likewise remember, that the couq« 
teoaace of the foremoat became most i»:oteiiioQaly 
ojferoaali when hia eye fell on me; and that it iifaa 
the laat time .of my ei^er being permitted to oq&o. 
Terae freely with &e mm. la those days the the- 
ologicsd treasm^a of Dens had not been eommu-^ 
nicated to the laity; but their re^cent disclosure 
has furnished qae with a key to mwy.puzzlmg 
recollections. 

Oh that I could so speak as to reach the hearts 
aod consciences of those parj^ts who, while }H'o- 
fesaing the Protestant faith, can be so awfidly 
blinded to theii? saered obligations, as to trust their 
children within the blighting atmosf^ere of popish 
lands, and popish seminaries ! They know not, 
because they will not inTestigate, the perils of 
rach a situation: the vaia and. hollow acquisition 
of accomplishmeiita, which, when gmned, oidy 
prore so mA&y ties to bind these youthful spirits 
nsQse fast to an ungodly worid, becomes, through 
Satan's devices, such a bait to them, that even the 
life of the soul is overlooked in the computa^tion, 
and heaven itself cannot outweigh the importance 
of artificial manners, and the fluent pronunciation 
of a foreign tongue. The direst curse of dd Ba* 
bel seems to be reserved for this generation, de- 
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livcting orer o«r young men aiidodaidftmtotiie* 
fatal wiles of modem Babylon. The division of 
languages thus leads to dividing many a soul from* 
its God; and this indulgence of the ''pride of 
life,** this fulfilling of ^* the desires of die mind," 
will furnish a theoEie for endless lamentation to 
many who, in their greedy pursuit of outward dia* 
unction, close their eyes to the scriptural waminga 
which God has not given in vain, however little 
we may regard them. 

This cjiapter is sombre-^its subject and its type 
are equally so. No external brightness rests upoa 
the Passion-flower ; but that from which it takes 
its name contains even the brightness of the glory 
of God. Dark, sad^ and comfortiess was all that 
met my view, in the l»'ief and clouded course of 
my poor E., but the eye of faith, brightened by 
the recollection of many a fervent prayer sent up 
on her behalf, can discern a glorious beam, em* 
anating from the land that is very far off, with the- 
figure of the nun, among a multitude of " backalid* 
ing children," whem the Lord has reclaimed, re^ 
joicing in the splendours that surround the thnme 
of iJie Lamb. 



CHAPTER XXI. 
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Whius engaged in wiiting these simple memorials, 
I have often been led to think on a friend, before 
whose eye the p^s iiuist frequently have brought 
scenes an^ characters no less familiar ta her than 
to myself. Circumstances . had parted us^ many- 
years ago ; and under the pressure of our respec-. 
tive cares, amid the multiplying demands on our 
attention, the correspondence had died away : but^ 
many a sweet anticipation has gladdened my 
thoughts, as they dwelt on a toture re-union, either 
in her own green isle, or wheresoever the Lord 
might permit us to renew the intercourse wlucli,. 
for three years, subsisted, to our mutual delight^ 
almost without a day's, separation. Together we 
watched the fading of the interesting snow-drpp-^ 
poor Theresa ! and our tears were mingled over, 
the tidings of her blessed transition to the world. 
of happy spirits : together we rejoiced orer the 
first manifestations of dirine grace in the littte 
dumb boy, who was devotedly attached to her« 
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Her hand suj^lied the flowers that adomdl thv 
cradle of the Irish baby ; and often did she hasten 
to pfesent me with the first and freshest buds of 
Ma]ti assuring me of her ferrent prayers on behalf 
of the dear though distant, and to her unknown^ 
antitype of those fragrant blossoms. To her I 
took the Passion-flower ; and the nun, whom she 
perscHially'kneWy formed the dieme of numberless 
conversations between us ; while there also, I had 
the help of her persevering prayers. So fnlimate* 
ly was she acquainted with dl most inleresting to^ 
me, that I have almost mairelhid she should not 
Ittve broken through the lengthened silence, won 
to renew the correspondence by the touching of « 
dtord in her sensitive bosom, that never failed to 
respond. Alas ! I little thought ^at she had gcme 
to rejoice with those who had awakened «o intense 
on interest in us : and that the Lemon-plant, or 
Verbena, a sweet shrub which I had, from the 
first day of our acquaintance, held in a manner 
sacred to her, was soon to be placed among the 
mementos of the dead. 

As I have before remarked, my floral associations 
are very arbitrary. Tfa^y are sometimes founded 
on a resemblance, traced between the individual 
and the flower; but more frequently upon some 
incident that has connected them : and then I love 
fo follow up the union, by making out some actual 
point <rf' likeness. Not a few of mv best-loved 



Ubakt^ ifaM fmtXu&f klwiified, are ttttl het^ 
and UooBung a« their gentle repreeealAtiTet ; mtd 
ymrf ddUghrfU it ie to behold diem togeliier; 
oaoee pactionlarly if the frieiid and the flower vtP' 
ei^eotadly laeet, the first after a parolonged ab- 
WBOMf thi other in the eariiest beauty of its an*" 
Bual re^appearance. The May«4ower has greeted 
SM that; and ofheis not unconnected vnih the 
UoBscni ef May ; and my heart has bbonded with 
a joy that few can realiz»*-with a fend aaticipatieB 
ai fuluxe xe^appearances, even on earth ; wsd the 
siore sobor, bat far more si^sfying prospect ef 
etetnal re^unieii in that better land where the 
flowers fade not, and friends can part no rawe. 

But I am wandering firom the Lem<»i-{daBt^ 
and firom her whose memOTy is like it, firagrant 
and ever^rreen. Before we met I had heaid «e 
auch of her extraordinary . attainments and ae» 
knowledged superiority in all that is both brilliinl 
and yaluable, that I rather expected sometbisg 
BK»re to be admired than loved : and froze myself 
as hard as peo{de can freeze, amid the 8un»shtne 
of Iridb society, under the impression that if I took 
a fancy to Marie> she would prove too abstract a 
person to reciprocate it. How much was I misted 
keo ! Never in my life, did I behold a 'softer pes^ 
tonification of all that is modest in the truly femi^ 
BiBe jsharaoter^ arrayed, too» in the mesk aid 



^q^ ^Nvit wher«wiA God kmi 4o adM Iiii 
4eareM ebildren. 

fl^ dre86, her mttoner, erery featore of her in 
-teliigent and pensive countenance, bespoke tfaexia^ 
aasuming disciple of a lowly Master. Elegant, 
«lie could not but be, £ai8hionable she had. been, 
and, as she told me, proud and overbeaiing. I 
was forced to- believe it, for Marie was infinitely 
-superior to the affectation of self-condemning . hu- 
mility ; but years of close observation did^not eqa* 
ble me to detect a vestige of such, characteristics. 
It often astonished me that she,, who so dearly 
prized in others the gifts of intellect and superior 
information, should be so utterly insensible of her 
own elevated scale in both respects ; bat I believe 
it 10 have been, that having long traded in goodly 
<|Marl3, she so justly appreciated the one pearl joi 
great price, which she had happily found, that h«r 
Ibrmer collection faded into absolute nothingness 
in the ^ comparison . 

One hour passed in her society sufficed to rivet 
my regard ; for, interested by s<»ne painfiil ch^ 
oumstanoes that she had previously beard, as. con* 
fleeted with my situation, she laid aside her habitual 
fOterve, and bestowed on me such sweet attentions 
«9 would have won a much colder heart. . It was 
<Mi that occasion that she gave me half of a spr^ 
«f the Lemon-plant from her bosom; and, find* 
ing that it was a favourite shrub with me, she 
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vetrei itoe £r<te a euttioi^ to perfume ny lialf 
•tody. Tke growdi of our frieodBhip, boweyef, 
outstripped that of the plant, so that before the 
dip had taken root, Marie and I were daily coai- 
pasioDs. 

' Our earliest walks were beside a river, th^ 
-banks of wUch were fringed with tall trees ; ^ 
doog a road, where the lofty mountain of Sliev#- 
nannan towered, many a mile to the li^t, whtte 
in nearer prospect, across the rirer, was one «f 
die proudest and most anci^it of Ireland's embat- 
tled castles. After a while, we became so ew^ 
ttoured of die precincts within that castle's walla, 
that our more extended rambles were given iip, fq^ 
the d^ghtfal privilege of sauntering benei^ the 
rich foliage of its venerable trees, and tidkiag ov(%r 
tales (d the olden time, dear to the children of 
£ftn. The noble proprietors, on leaving th^ 
cooBtry for a ttn^, had given me the privilege cf 
kte entrance at all hours, by a private do<»c, intp 
Ike groimds; with permission to extend my 
lanMes into every KK>m of the oast^. - Often 
have we annled ourselves of this indulgence to 
gafle oa the antique tapestry, to examine the cun- 
^OOB r^ques of other days, when cme of the purest 
patriots that ever drew Irish breath, held vice-re|pd 
state beroath those batdementa ; or to promoaiadA 
die long salemi, enri^ed by die periNiiU of -maif 
gcmia dons, aadtasBuaatisg in a ptojectii^ mndoW} 
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%at, from an almost inoredflile height, looked 
mandtngly down upon the slow deep iiTer vfaick 
-guarded the foot of that impregnable fortress. 
My beloved companion had not, in beconang 
spiKtual, lost a whit of her patriotism-^would 
that none ever did so ! — and she was proud cf the 
castle, and looked on the waving honours of , its 
surrounding trees, with a depth of feeling truly 
Irish. Indeed, under their shadow I seemed to 
become Irish also; for it is from that spot, and 
from that period, I date my fervent devotion to 
dear Ireland and her cause, — a devotion which, I 
thope and trust, will abide in the veins of my hiteit ' 
iill they cease to throb with Ufe. 

But there were traits in Marie's character more 
endearing than even her natio^^ity. She was a 
'truly consistent Christian; her views of divine 
^things were unciHnmonly de^ and clear; aad 
the powers of her fine mind were imreservedlj 
consecrated to jHis service who had so ridily gifted 
it. She wtis slow in asserting an opinion, became 
*she always made' sure of her ground ; and rarely, 
if ever, had she occasion to retract it. QnM 
decision of character was tempered with nuoh 
softness of manner, and powerful argnments were 
•so modestly put forth, diat even a child might feel 
'as if on an eqiial footing with her, whSe iiabilm^ 
^be lessons of wisdom, flow tender she wa» ki 
fhts lespecty a tittle tnsiaaBe laqr akem<: 1 jmamv 



eottld fflrgtt th« circumstance, nor think of i$ 
witiiout ^notion. 

We once, when setting out on a long walk 
besides the river^ started a subject on which our 
opiniims considerably differed: it was something 
.connected with the grand doctrine of reden>ption. 
My notions were very crude, but I was abundant 
If dogmatical in proclaiming them. Marie had 
the better of the argument throughout ; and not a 
w<»rd was spoken on either side, approaching to 
in temperance of feeling. 

. Wa had not quite concluded when we reached 
my door, and stood awhile to finish the discussion, 
as the dinner-hour forbade a longer interview. It 
eaded by my conceding to her the palm of ordio- 
doxy, which I did. I believe, with a good grace, 
toid we parted most a^ectionately, agreeing to 
meet on the morrow, at noon. The following 
m4)rning, before I was well awake, a billet was 
brought to my bedside, the contents of which 
ftmazed me. It was from Marie, written at three 
o'clock in^ the morning, under the most extreme 
depression of spirits, occasioned by an appehen- 
Bion wbieh had seized her that she might, in the 
eamestDess of our discus^icni, have said, or looked, 
siHsaetbing calculated to pain me : and the idcta 
tWM) slie sdd, intolerable, that she perhaps had 
i added a mental pang to the nmny I was called on 
^ ttMfaure, by swie seemingly unkind reiauk, or 



Averbearing assumption. She had wept at Ak 
thought, had prayed over it ; had acknon^ledg^ & 
to her mother, and now took the pen to implore 
my forgiveness, if such should have been the case* 
A more simple, touching effusion I never perused ; 
and when I had written my assurance that nothing 
of the kind, nothing even remotely approaching it 
had occurred, I sat down to meditate on the im 
mense distance to which the once proud Marie, 
had advanced on the heavenly road, bey(^d me, 
who said a thousand peevish things almost daily to 
my most indulgent friends, and rarely relented (A 
them. 

Another distinguishing featu)*e in her sweet 
character, was the perfect absence <d egotissft. 
With feelings exquisitely refi^^ she stmggled to 
conceal their delicate sensitiveness, lest minds A 
a rougher mould might feel ill at ease in her com 
pany. This species of self-denial I have scarce 
]y ever seen practised, except by my beloved 
Marie ; but in her I have marked it constantly de 
veloped. On the same high atid generous princt 
pie, she concealed her extraordinary attainments iti 
science : she was deeply versed in even very ab 
struse philosophy, and her acquaintanee 'with 
learnecT languages was at once extensive and solid. 
She had books that would have graced the librtffy 
of a university professor, and used diem too, bat 
Ibe;^ weie never seeii on her table, or her iMbr^; 



'U^ did a brat of «apafailily for^ er cblight in sttdi 

. sTudies erer escape her, even to me. I veisly be- 
lieve that, to the day of our separatism, sbe did 

-not. know I was acquainted with the number or 

-nature of her accomplishments: yet she had no 

'friend so intimate as I was. 

I recollect that one day she was showing me a 
little circular flower-stand, where she had arranged 

'her choice plants, just before the window of her 
favourite boudoir. I looked around me : the room 
was not large, but delightfully fitted up. There 

•was her piano on one side, and her harp in the 
corner ; her book-shelves elegantly arranged, with 
drawings hung round, every one of which siie said, 
was a memento of something dear to her heart. 
The love of a mother, who perfectly apprciciated, 

.and almost idolized this one survivor of her do- 
mestic circle, had contrived many little useful and 
ornamental appendages; while the flower-stand, 
loaded with odoriferous plants, basked in the plea- 
sant light of a window which overlooked her little 
garden, where her two pet families of rare carna- 
tions and splendid tiger-lilies flourished to her 
heart's content. I remember thus addressing her, 

.^' Marie, you perplex and almost make me discon- 
tented. You are a child of God, yet have no 

rCross.' She looked at me, with a short laugh ot 
surprize, then, while her aspect softened inta de^^ 
humility, she answered, ^ I am, by divine grace, a 



QWd of Qoi, kMuM with mmuvamkto Uum^ 
by my hea?0ii}y FaUier; e?^y vwl s«p^M, 
ttreiy wish gralified* Bui don't doubt U)tt, jmhUn 
he sae» fit, be will find a cross for floe.' Sbs^ pros* 
ently after brought a miniaturo, and kid 4t bo&u^ 
me, asking if I knew wbo it re|pf esenlod. I riT* 
pbod, I had seen some ewe like it, but (mid not 
tttU where. Her mother, who had joined iis> aaM, 
' Fife years before you noet, that was a niMt strfl^* 
iaig idleness of.Marie.' 

I gazed in aakHiishooent, c<Hnp«ringtbe lofty awl 
^rited mein, the brilliaiit glow of youthful beai^ty, 
and deep rich auburn tint of a profuse head el hair, 
as represented in the mtnalture, with ihe iae«k 
quiet nspect, the faded ccERiplexioo, and the veiy 
ibia locks of pale yellow, that marked my friend. 
She sat quite still during Uie scrutiny, then said, 
' It really was a aurprisini^ likeness, taken justba- 
toxe J lost my darling brother.' Her teara flawed, 
aod, smiling through tfiem, she added, wl^e closioi; 
the noiniature, ^ You tnust not suppose that I had 
BO troubles to bring me to the cross.' 

This was the only allusion that she ever maid 
to former trials; but the incident sunk deep vioto 
my mind, showing me the Lord's mercy to. his 
dear child, in giving her a season of calm enjoy* 
ment af t^ severe tossings on a stormy sea. Pear, 
gMUle Marie ! it was not the combination of ex 
temal thi^s, that, gralifying her taste, produced 



!-«» nftmmfktm ^ traaqiiU btppiMiA uwad 
ber : ii wm> A» calm aad holy fraow of t tpiric 
atUKiwif • iMart altnnedy under the head of saiu^ 
f jmg fittce. She wm emioently deyouty and had 
a< mialhod 4ii all ber exeveiaes ; a methodical ar- 
itBgeuMnl of bar time, which conduces, beyond 
aay other m^e means, to the eonaistency, the uae<- 
ftfiieaa,^ the aelf^posdesakft of a diild of God. A 
pexhct kaawledge <rf herself gaye her . ininite ai" 
vantage orer those who had more supeificially, or 
more paitiadiy iBTestipi^ated iheir own characters. 
Beholding conttmnaHy her orij^nal and actual sin- 
fvfaiess, ber failures in attempting to follow the 
steps of a p^fect Gkride, and all the secret iniqui^ 
s€ a heart naturally meet proudly averse from god- 
Itaess; bebcdding these things in the sight (rf the 
Omniscient, she was kept from the fatal snare of 
thinking of herself more highly than she ought to 
tbmk; and thus no slight, no rudeness, no sevei- 
ity of remark, could ruffle even the surfiEice of her 
paltent ten^r. With all this she was exoeediag 
cheerful, and by her frequent flashes c€ genuine 
hasnour often won a smile, when no one else oouU 
have extorted it. 

In many points^ Marie, resembled D. Like 
him she owed dll to the sanctifying influence of 
the ill vine Teacher ; and the Awils of the Spksl 
were vo-y similarly manifested in them. He knew 
her not ; but 1 have often, in conversing with D. 
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dwelt on her chamcterlo an interested iMeaen^ 
He said lie should much like to meet tlitii her :^«— > 
and they have met ! k is an o>rerpop|V6riBg: 
thought, what a numerous company are ncrw as^. 
sembled in heaven, from among those whMi I 
loved on earth. Oh, that it mij^t quieiEea vme. 
more in following them, who, throng faith and. 
patien<5e, inherit the promises ! In no instaace 3b 
I, knov^ingly, embellish the pottraits that I sk^cfa 
in these chapters ; and when cdmrpartng myssM 
with them, the immeasurable distance at whicfc' 
they left me in the race, is not only humbhng, biit 
alarming. We are too indolent : too ready to re- 
gard with complacency our acknowledged d^eieii- 
^ies, and to rest in that knowledge, as thou^ the 
consciousness of standing still would serve us as 
well as pressing forward in the race. Unk^ss we 
admit the Popish doctrine of supererogatory merit 
— ^from which may the Lord deliver us ! — and c<mi- 
sider these dear children of God as having dose 
more than was required of tbem, we mmn needs; 
be sfartled to find ourselves doing so much lesa. ' 
Neither is this a legal view : not &a^ of these 
chronicled in these pages, held any other doctruie 
than that of salvation by faith alone, through grace 
alone, as the free, sovereign, unmerited gift of 
God ; but those who adhered to it the most, tena-^ 
ciously, were invariably the most zealourof good 



Wcxrfal, Uii% fftovl dSigent in ImiiieMr, aifd the nicml 
etgema fijflowing after perfectness. 

Il" bfts fitntck flie as remarkable, diit, from tte 
time <tf dear Marie rearing a lemon-plant fer m^, 
I kave nerer been without one, Qnt3 whhin the 
'\&k 3rear. That which I had long nm^&ed, died; 
and I ktpt the dry untightly %talk among my floor- 
iihmg phitits, more than half a year, in ifae vague 
hope that it iiright sprout again ; or under a fond 
fodlii^ of reluctance quite to lose the memento. 
I plucked it up only a few days before I leamtthe 
feci of Marie's ^departure to abetter phtee ; and 
new the sweet shrub must restime its station, a 
efaferajted memento of wfa^t lean no oiotre see on 
earth. The peculiarly healthfulfragrance of those 
slender leaves, their rapid growth, and the delicacy 
of th€fir pale verdure, all are in keeping with t^ 
traits of Marie's cbaract^, most vividly i^pressc^d 
on my mind' — traits that led me, from the com- 
mencement of our intercourse, to place her first 
and highest on my list of female acquaintance, nor 
do I expect to meet with her equal among women. 
Yet what was, what is she ? A wretched, guilty 
sinner ; saved, washed, justified, ^nd sanctified, in 
the name of the Lord Jesus, and by the Spirit of 
our God. Those accomplishments, to the attain- 
ment of which so many valuable hours were sacri- 
ficed, what were they, to an immortal being, sent 
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onto Hum -world to ly^t her wvf durou^hoiM of 
iDfernal foes, encompMsiiig and inhabiting a body 
,of sin and death ? Nothing ! less than nothttg and 
Taoity ! 

The details connected with my beloved Marie's 
.hittoiy, would far surpass, in touching and heart* 
thrilling interest, those of any individual to whom 
1 have yet alluded*^; but her character needed not 
;the aid of such contingent circuinsttfiGes to render 
it engfi^g in the eyes of those wjio knew her; 
nor does it require that aid to make it attractive to 
4hose who love to see a^contemporary^ idorned in 
•like manner as the holy women of old adorned 
themselves. I could have made my readers we^ 
with me ; but I would rather lead them to reflect 
and to. pray, encoura^d by the exhibition of what 
God wrought in my Marie,, and what he is equally 
able, equally willing to w(»rk in them also. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 
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Among the most interesting of the iMny deep 
mysteries that iAvile inquiry, above, around, and 
within us, one,notifae least attractive to me, has 
long been the communion, that an infant soul, o^ 
rather the soul of an infant, h<dds with its God. 
To deny the exist^ice of such communion would 
be rash — to. substantiate sueb denial, I think, would 
be impossible.. Bvmi those who limit infant salva- 
tion to the' seed of believers, and to the baptized^ 
which I do not, must, own that- the disembodied 
spirit. of an infant-can become a participator in the 
joys of heaven, however early it may be called 
away ; and surely, in an earthly creature, shapes 
in wickedness, conceived in sin, and born under 
the curse,. with the latent seeds of eveiy evil in* 
herent in its nature, there must be a work wrought, 
to fit it for the habitations of unsuUied purity and 
everlasting joy. That a soul nuiat be regenerate 
by the power of the Holy Ghost, before it va^ 
eitterthe kingdom of hemrent is readily adouli^'^ 
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and that God can so regenerate a child, even be- 
fore its eyes haye opened to behold the light of 
day, we have distinct proof in Scripture. His 
work accomplished, will any one venture to assert, 
that, because the undeveloped stat^ of the mental 
faculties, and feebleness of the bodily organs, pre* 
elude the manifestation to us of what is passing 
between the soul and its God^.therefoore nothing 
does pass? I cannot believe it. I remember an 
matance of a eonfirmad idiot, whose faeulUea up 
to the age of thirty or forty, had acquired m gn^t- 
er degree of expansion than was seen in the cra^ 
die ; but who, during her last illness, at that age, 
gave meet ineonieslible ptQ0&. of a glorious work 
wrought in her aoul, by the power of divine grace, 
wliich she aeemed enabled to c<»nmunicate to those 
about her, for diair speml encouragement in tasks 
to app«yeB% h^srieas : for, in other things, sbQ 
was an idiot to the laiA; Now, of all cases, th# 
kifant and the idiol most nearly asaimilate — I 
apeak, et cowse, of extremely young infants^^^and 
I am assured &at God caa--ibat he does — ^work 
in the soul, without the customary medium of the 
bddily and mental fiioolties. Who, by searching, 
ean here trace his stepe ? No <me : ^ut it is a 
very tweet thought to engage us over the cradle 
ef a baby', swi^^er stiU, when we look Mfosk its 
coffin.. 
Wliw diia I<Ml3haa wiHod it, ^faai aonia. tawks 
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babe should be carried to his hioBom^ b<tfoi€ k hai 
tasted the cup of mental or spiritual disiress, tltta 
work goes on: Those who choose, may Hmit it l» 
a particular class: I firmly believe it of ertjy 
child of Adam, whose days are numbered and 
ended before ^ they by reaspn of use, have their 
senses exercised to discern both good and evil.'' 
I do not suppose that an early death brings them 
necessarily within the bonds of the corenant : buC 
I do belieye that, being chosen in Christ, ateng 
with others, before the foundation of the world, 
these infants are mercifully spared the stem conflict 
awaiting those who are brought up for the charck 
militant; they are caught away to swell the ctont 
less multitude of the church triumphant. In t^ 
contemplation, I see, as it were, unnumbeved Yie^ 
tims continually rescued from the grasp ol Satan, 
in those regions of the earth whose inhabitaiits vit 
in darkness atid in the shadow oi death : and ! 
rejoice, that in no quarter of this magnificent globe 
is his empire perfect; his power unresisted; or 
the prey safe within his iron grasp. Such yiewt 
muist be, in a measure, speculative; but their foun- 
dation is the sure word of God, from which this 
sweet and soothing doctrine can very fairly be 
educed. My own mind is not troubled widi a 
doubt upon the subject ; and rery few things doee 
this visible world afford that draw from nsy heaiC 
such a ftill and fervent Hallelujah, as the liny 
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Wift its Unit H^hile p$n» cwrrred perliaiptf^ 
under the arm of a sorrowful lather, white the 
JBOtRar or siater atepa bebiadt in tears of natural 
grioC I can weep with them, for it is a «ore Uria! 
lo a paMiit'a4ieart: but over the baby I d(f ami 
must rejoice, with joy unspeakable and full of 
glory. 

There is a little flower of exquisite delicacy, 
which ^Hings up amoog the heath and rough 
gnmky in uDOultivatad $qx)ts. Its form is that of a 
^^gle beB^ closely n&sembling the Canterbury bell 
of our gaidens, aBd its texture iransparently fine. 
Tfae stem rises perhaps tWo iDck^s from the 
gfoundy and tbere» in the .attitude of a snow-drop, 
depends thas soft little cup» dismmilar in many re 
specCs from the well*known blue-bell of the heaths, 
luul wearily the grey iiot of its kindred autuiimal 
skyi ra^^ than the sprightly azure of summer. 
The aspect ef this wild-flower is so infantile^ so 
fragile^ so eUierial, that we wonder to recognize it 
among the haidy heather, and &e rugged gmfses 
where it ie»ually dwells. We see it in our- path 
oaeday; the next it is gone, leadng^no perceptible 
««icafiey among its tbickly^spread neighbours, ex* 
•apt lo tt^ i^e of those who marked its lotely 
fcrm unfoUing to the bleak winds, and anticipated 
h^m itorl a scyo^rn such a thing of gossamer 
iw«add make in such a clime. 
' 1 hati^ l^ved this litlle flower &om okildbood, 
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tod have often stepped aside to'^aroid placing my 
foot upon its innocent-looking head : but I never' 
connected it» until very recently, with a liring ob ' 
ject. That association has, however, been formed ; 
and fondly shall I henceforth welcome the pale, 
solitary blue-bell of the hills^ — it now typifies one 
of the loveliest and most touching links that con- 
nect this dark, rough world with the pure and 
slijning habitations above. 

They say that all babies are alike; it is not true, 
for, to one who observes them with the intense in- 
terest that they merit, there is, even among the* 
newly-born, an endless, boundless variety. There 
is a trait of grandeur^ proper to the offspring of 
naan*s majestic race, while yet unconscious of the 
workings of inbred sin, that throws over them a 
generaj^aspect peculiar to that privileged age ; but 
it is like the sun-beam upon a garden of dewy 
flowers — a general brilliancy sparkling over all,' 
and by no means affecting their individuality of' 
character. None of them have yet put on the ex- 
ternal livery of Satan, though all are born in bon- 
dage to his yoke : but some have received the 
secret seal of adoption, and are passing onward to 
the kingdom of glory, never to know the defiling 
touch of the wicked one. Elect, according to the 
foreknowledge of God the Father, destined for an 
early entrance into the inheritance of the saints in 
light, born into visible existence, washed, sanctifi* 
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ed» justifiedy'.by a process equally rapid, my steri 
0U8, and sublime, they pass before our eyes, and 
glide away to the bosgrn of their God. Most hap- 
py,- most privileged of all created beings, save only 
the angels wlxo, having never fallen under the con- 
demnation of disobedience, know not the drop of 
bitterness that extorts a cry from the new-born 
babe. 

When I first saw the little one, who is now vivid- 
ly present to my mind, she was closely nestled in 
herpillow, and T hardly caught a glunpse of the 
features on .which day-light had shone only for 
three weeks. From time to tioie, I was told of 
her singular loveliness, but she had numbered fiv6 
months before I was able to repeat my visit. 
Never shall I forget the feelings that arose as I 
gazed upon that child. The aspect of perfect 
hoalth, combined with strength and sprightHness 
oven beyond her age, seemed fully to justify the 
sanguine anticipations of a devoted another, that 
she should successfully rear the babe ; but every 
look that I cast upon it, brought clojser to pay heart 
a conviction, such as I had never felt before, re 
specting any infant, that it could not be formed foi 
earth. It was not the exquisite loveliness of the 
child, the perfection of its features, the transparent 
brilliancy of its beautiful complexion, and the sin- 
gular mouldings of its delicate limbs, which any 
sculptor might have coveted to perpetuate in ahi 
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baster of kindred purity ; it was not even the tran* 
quil expression of its placid brow, not die «dk 
smile that gently dimpled its little budding mottA,* 
nor the assurance of its delighted mother, that W 
sweet and calm a temper she had never traced iw 
any infant : No : it was a character spread oveir' 
the babe, of s6me thing so pure, so holy, so far re*-' 
moved from weak and wayward mortality, that 
while I gazed on her, my tears burst forth, partly 
from the irresistible conviction that I was looking 
upon a thing of heaven, and partly from the un- 
avoidable association of those thoughts with s 
coming scene of maternal lamentation and woe. 

Does any reader deem this a fanciful impres- 
sion? then I ^ill relate the simple fact, that subse- 
quent to the realization of my forebodings, t met 
a dear Christian friend, who told me that, .having 
about the same time seen the infant, she wad so 
deeply struck by what I am vainly trying to de- 
scribe, that she remarked to her husband, on leav- 
ing the house, how strong' was her conviction, that 
the stamp of heaven was upon tt, and that it would 
be very early removed to its home. In reply, he 
expressed his surprise that her secret thoughts 
should have so exactly corresponded with his own. 

It may be asked, if in one case, the image of 
heavenly things be visible on an infant about to be 
received into glory, why not in many — in aU ? I 
would reply, that among those who are taken 
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home after a more lengthened pilgrimage, we 
sometimes behold extraordinary foretastes of the 
joy set before them, which they are able to com- 
municate to surrounding friends, who doubtless, 
with the church at large, experience much comfort 
and encouragement therefrom. They seem, indeed, 
to be granted for that purpose : and why should 
not a pecuUar demonstration of indwelling grace 
be oceasionalty afforded to the watchful eye of a 
tender mother, whose infant is about to be taken 
from her bosqm ; and to cheer, as it surely is cal 
culated to do, the hearts of many mourning parents, 
wKo may be longing to accumulate proofs as to 
the actual fuanifestation of Christ's love to little 
babes, eyen in the flesh ? 

In this case, t;he Lord had emphatically lent tlie 
infant heirs of glory to parental care, and very 
early received them to his own kingdom. Is it 
too much to believe of him whose name is "Love,'' 
and whose nature 19 '^ very pitiful," that under a 
reiterated blow upon the shrinking heart of a most 
fond young mother, he should vouchsafe an es- 
p^ial cordial ? was it not a sharp trial to see five 
little coffins successively borne away from her 
door, leaving but two of her household flock over 
whom to watch and to tremble ? Mothers, per? 
haps^ can rightly answer this question. We do, 
most shamefully, limit the Holy One of Israel ; 
«nd to Him alone is it known how man^ cups of 
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ftearenly consolation are dashed from our lips, bo- 

ipause blind unbelief cannot discern them. 
. One trait that I remarked in the beautiful babe, 
was a peculiarly pensive softness, that it was im- 
possible to regard otherwise than as the meek and 
patient yearning of the soul after someUung that 
was not found in objects presented to the outward 
sense. I traced it, during the several opportunities 
that I had of observing her, and could not believt 
myself mistaken. The impression was that some 
glorious thmgs had been revealed, as in visions of 
the night, to the baby^ around whom we at least 
assuredly know that those angels were busy, who 
are *' ministering spirits, sent forth to minister to 
them that shall be heirs of salvation." And who 
will denv that an immortal and ransomed soul, un* 
polluted by actual sin, and on the point of crossing 
the threshold of heaven, may have perceptions, 
and e^oy revelations, quite inconceivable to us, in 
our depraved and darkened stage of perpetual^ 
out-breaking iniquity ? How foolish is Uie wisdojn 
of the wise, when brought to bear upon a point of 
which neither they noi^^ can know anythingi 
We cannot refer to our* own infancy, because—* 
even if memory could, under any circumstances, 
wander so far back as to our cradles — we were not 
of the number of those to whom exclusively these 
marks apply — infants chosen to early glory, beforS 
the world could put in its plea for a share of them 
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The tiny bell will yet spring up among tne heather, 
diHiHguiflbed by its soft tint from the rougher and 
nuirQ abiding plants around it. Not formed, like 
ihem^ to sustain the rude crush of careless foot- 
•tapsy, we anticipate its early doom in the fragile 
Upderness of its aspect. It was not so with the 
lovely antitype : she bore the impress of health 
44ad longevity ; and the blight that laid her low 
«re six months had passed over her, was no con 
ititutional malady. I should rather trace the re« 
MQiblance in this, that both bore top much the 
biK^ of heaven to abide long on earth. What 1 
ili€^ by the hue of heaven, as regards the babe, 
Wf^ that singular expression to which I have be- 
.iofe, alluded. Her beautiful brow was thoughtful, 
e^en to a careless eye ; and the grace that reigned 
i^. eveJ7 movement of her head and limbs, was 
titvijf majestic. You could not study her ^ounte- 
* Maot wiUMvut fancying that she communed with 

• 4^hnghler world; and that something of a calm 
ilSbdness hung over her view of sensible things. T 
vVHt struck, by the manner in which she would 

^take hold of her ybtlrig brother, steadying the 
b^y's. face between her delicate hands, and gazing 
upon it with a kind of perplexed earnestness, as if 

. 0tber images were floating in her mind. Be it as 

• ilnMy, this we joyously know, than no sooner had 
^ Ao^soft lid. fallen for the last tima over the clear^i 

iiitelligent eye, than the spirit gained an accession 
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aC, kto^fedge, to mUdk the p^Qwlest aiUiMi^to 
of reasonkig man in his &U nM^uril^y are as the 
wimSng of the earth-worm throngh Ms daik «|id 
dimy creTioes, compared with the loltiest fUf^: 
of the eagle towards the mcmiing sun. If is no 
questiomdble q>eculatib9ii : ''I say unto you," sdid. 
the LoBn Jesus Chkist, ''that in heaven, iiiw» 
s^gels do : always bdield the faee of my Fatb^« 
Which is in heayen.'' Oh, it is delicious to^stiuak 
of the rapture that is experienced by the glorified 
soul- of such a one, when, mounting to the innu- 
merable company of angels, and to the spirits of 
just men made perfect, it sings tHe song^of the re- 
deemed, at the moment of becoming acquainted 
with the mystery of redemption !" Unto him 
that loved us, and w^ashed us from our sins in his 
own blood," is the sound first heard, on entering 
the everlasting gates ; and then to learn the story 
of C Ast*s cross at the foot of Christ's thic^ae ! to 
gaze on the Lamb that had been slain, while the 
tale of that propitiatory isdaugbter is drunk in 
amid the songs of heaven ! To look back upon 
the world, while its snares are first luifcddwl, and 
know that it is fully, and for ever escaped' ! Oh, 
ye weeping mothers ! bring such thoughti^ as* these 
to the death-beds, the cofiins, the graves of your 
happy, happy little ones, and you will feel that 
God does give you wages for nursing, through a 
few short tearful days, those children for Him. 
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I ihin Mt ^gMi 90» Ibe swetft- ioibl Ml of 
tho liealh ride up, withoot a lew loff 4be gentle 
bebOy Arough whcfse blue feiss iiofwed Mood sol 
aKoa td me and miae, and whose lovely a^^pecl 
freqaendy oomee befoare dm, in the tiileal bour^ to 
moll my bean into 43yiiipadiy wiA tfa^se who 
owBod a much nearer tie : but I will l6ok ap, and 
rejCHce ; for predoiu is her lot, and her rest is very 
glorioiit. 



** Beautifiil baby ! art thon deeping 

Ne*er to nneloee that beambg tye 1 
Deatf to tbe Toioe of a mother^ wee|dng, <^ 

j^viraioved by a fatbefi ngh.! 

WiH thoa forsake the breast that bore the 

Seeking a lone, a distant spot. 
To bid the cold, damp sod t^oso 6*er thee, 

Amjd the dwnb'ren who waken noU" 

Motiier, loved mother, I am tfOt sieeimig; ^ 

, Father, look np to the soft blue ^i . 
Where tiie gfittenng stars briglut iratQb a» keeptm. 
Singing and shining, there am I. 



WsHS was fhft tendtf brobit that tbois m0 f 
*Twas «r«etk my motiier* to rest with theet 

Bat J was chose»--tlioii must reiftore me. 
To the fonder bosom that bled fbr me. 

I liagned below, till just ^isc^rmng 

My father's voice, and my mother's smile ; 

Lovei'ii infimt lesson my heart Was learnings 
Ait eft my spiHiivas sad the whib. 
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Ok, rieb. ttod pure were the liri|rlit njs etreamiaf. 
The foBgi of heavn weie taanA mj bed. 



▲ad when I waked, though thoa wait hendisf 
With look* aUnost like my euimy dreaina^ 

My aoul to that ■ofter world was tending. 
My home waa still with the songs and beama. 

My brotbera— 4By heart grew daily fender, 
When gaxing on each young smiling ftcot 

But I yearned for the hrothen, who, sparkling yonder. 
Had sung to me oft, from their beauteous place. ' 

OhLmany a lonely hour of weeping ^ 

Thou hast past by their forsaken bed ; 
But sorrow no more, they are not sleeping. 

They Unger not with the silent dead. 

Could I show thee mine, and my hrothen^ dwelling. 
Could I sing thee the songs we are singing here. 

Could I tell thee the tales that we are tellmg. 
Oh where, my mother, would be thy tear ! 

For we on milk-white wings are sailing. 
Where rainbow tints surrounded the- throne, 

And while biigfat seraphs Ar eyes are Toilmg, 
We see the &ee of the Holt Ohb. 

And we, when heaven's high arch rejoieea 
With thundering notes of raptured praoe. 

We, thine own babes, with loud sweet voioep. 
The fiequent hallehtjah raise. 

And we, oh, we are closely pressing 
Where stands the Lamb for sinners shia>« 



^ 
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HttHk! «Haioi7, homnr. powwand Ift ii w i f^ 
Awtyl w« an called to «irtUtli8«ttidB« 

Mothar, lovad lf«ther, we are not do e p in y t 
FVUher, look up where the bright etari be ; 

Where all the planets their watch are keepings 
8hifpiig and diiiimglhere are we ! 
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CHAPTER XXltl 



TSB GITBRNUT ULT. 



Trb Guernsey Lily may not be known to all my 
readers ; but those who have seen it will admit its 
claim tocrank with the most beautiful of that ele- 
gant family. Rising in a slender stem of reddish 
hue, without the slightest appearance of any thing 
resembling a leaf, it shoots up, exhibiting a dnll* 
looking sort of blossom, from which, in time, es* 
cape as from a cell, numerous other buds, all 
wearing the same dusky aspect. So far, all is 
unpromising enough ; but on a sudden, out bursts 
such a display of beauty, as the eye cannot soon 
weary of. Trom the top of the- single stem, 
flower^stalks branch oiF, to the number of eight, 
each bearing a Kiy of the most glowing rose- 
colour, and rivalling in^ fonri any production that 
our parterre or conservatory can bring to compete 
the prize of elegance. Each flower would be a 
star with six points, did not the graceful curl of 
the petals bending backwards, change its character; 
and when I contrast the splendid magnificence of 
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dM expanded closter with its embryo appearaaM^ 
I am lost in admiration. 

This beautiful lily bad long been a Jhrourite, bi;^ 
for years past I had not possessed one. A dear 
friend in the Lord, though personally a strange, 
inhabiting one of the lovely isles where the flower 
is naturalized, was tempted by tlie tale of my lost 
Terbena, to send me cue of her own rearing, across 
the sea; while another sister, both loved and 
Ipiown, added hidf a dozen roots of the lify, just 
on the point of throw bg out their flower-stalks. 
I potted the little treasures in a mass, and sooa 
after left home for a few days . Returning, I waa 
delighted to find my Lilies in full expansion : and 
as I gazed upon the clusters glowing in beauty and 
grace, I could not but exclaim, ^^ No ; Sdomon in 
all his glory was not arrayed 4ike one of these." 
. The transition is so easy and natural, as to be 
m my mind almost inevitable, from the contem* 
plation of a folded and dusky blossom thus sud* 
denly assuming its station among other plants, a 
bright and perfect flower, to that of a spirit, bars* ' 
ting its mortal, enclosure, and standing, arrayed in 
celestial glory, among the redeemed ones who 
encircle the throne of the Most High. Propor- 
tioned to the sharpneHs of their trials, and the 
f^om .of their earthly lot, is the delight that ac-^ 
companies this consideration ; and if the flower be 
Uke my Guernsey IJiy, of a very uninviting a8« 



ptet mtii it becomes exqoiskdly bea!it^4 tfai 
mind will rerert to some of die ttbject poor of. tbk 
wcMrldy.ridiin jaith, who w^e heirs, aad axe now 
occupants, of the kingdom of heaven. Soch a 
case ir fordbly brouglH to my recollection at thk 
mcHxient : and I will not withhold it. v 

About four years and a half ago, I was invited 
by a. young firiend of noble family to accon^ny 
him into bis favourite haunt — St. Giles's. Tl» 
transition was certainly calculated to strike any 
mind .with double effect; for we left a sjrfendid 
mansion, in one of the great : squares of the. ex-» 
treme west, where all was princely within^ and. a 
bright suni^ne flashing as we passed into tlM 
sireet from the gay equipages that rolled along^ 
and walked towards Bloomsbury beneath .gatbc^-t 
ing clouds, which, just as we approached the ccmv 
fines of the Irish district descended oa us in % 
drizzling rain, more unccwnfortable tham a smaxi 
shower would have been. Those, and those 
alone, who have trod the mazes of St. Giles's, 
can conceive the effect produced on my feeliogSf 
when I found myself within its narro]i^ streets, 
bordered with their dreary-looking tenenjieiits : 
every fourth or fifth step bringing me cm the verge 
of an abrupt flight of almost perpendicular stain^ 
terminating in a low*roofed cellar, the abode of as 
many squalid outcasts as. could congregate widun 
its wails ; while above, wretchedness, vio^^ mA 



deipeT«lfo& looked out, in dl their formt, fton 
widdoiws, or rather window-frames, wbefe the lit 
4e glass that remained seemed bat a reeeptaete 
lor all the filth that eoald accumulate upon it^ 
There is, at this day, in some of those . streets^ 
what may be called an improvement, compared 
with th^r aspect four years ago : but strong must 
be the nenres, <xr most obdurate the feelings of him 
who, even now, could pace those dreadful haunts 
of misery and crime without a shuddering wish to 
be again beyond their boundary. To me, the 
scene was not new ; but I had rarely ventured far 
mto it ; and it was with a heavy depression of 
spirits that I followed closely the st^ of my con<^ 
<luctor, where two could not find space to weflt 
^breast. The state of the pavement, evim in fine 
weather, defies the most circumspect to escape 
defilement from the mixture of every thing that 
ean render it unclean ; and the efiect of a shower 
IS aiiy thing but purifying in those regions. -* St, 
Giles's enveloped in a drizzling mist immediately 

after B Square in the sunshine ! Who can 

describe it ? 

At length my friend paused, and to my no smtdl 
dfarmay, conducted me into what Was evidently a 
drani-shop of the lowest character. Before the 
door were assembled some half-dozen of .ragged 
wiM-lOoking young men, engaged in a gambling 
i^0cttlati6n at pitch-and4o8S, evidently wilh dzeited 



passions; whieb foiind vent idin^ebatkifis^ uttered 
in Irish, with an occasional kick or blow. The 
&ees that laughed upon me, from within the low, 
mde, well-glazed windows, were yet more appc^ 
ing to my sight : but I was ashamed to draw back^ 
-^M. had told me that we were to convey reliel 
to a suffering child Of God ; and on such a misr 
sion, to a sick, persecuted convert frotn popery 
too, we might reckon 06 whatever. diseourageioipitf 
the enemy was permitted to cast across our path* 
We walked hastily through a long. passage, leav* 
ing the tap*room on our left, and mounts some 
wide stairs; then 'turned to a narrow flighty half- 
way up which, all being dark, M. tiqpped at a side 
door. It was opened by a woman of no very pre* 
|[)os«essing countenance, although her mtanner dis- 
played the excess of servility and adulation.. M« 
passed her, advancing to a low bedstead, where 
lay an old man, whose noble expansion of :fore- 
bead, and singularly fine countenance attracted me 
at once ; but when he put forth his hands, to clasp 
&at of his bene&ctor, I drew back with horror 
from a spectacle such as I never before or since 
beheld. The old man had suffered fpom ijieoma- 
tism in so dreadful a degree, that the last joint of 
each finger was reversed, or bent backward, so as 
to make the ends stand out in a most frightful man 
oer, the second or middle joint being as finuly fix 
ed in a crooked position, as though the fingfq^ 



were mtde of metid: Ibo tbttttits id»o t»mNl 
back. A pair of large bony bands libut hrmei^ 
or rather deformed^ and atietobed obi to seize be^ 
tweeti them the hand of anotbor perscm, waa real^ 
Ij a terrific spectacle to one who had never bdield 
such a thing, and I became so nervous, that IL 
coTered them with a portion of the scanty bed* 
clothes, ahd gently requested O'Neil not to let me 
see them again. His feet were, I was told* in a 
more painful state of distortion. 

The room inras perfectly bare, save an old che«% 
a broken chair, and a stool ; an iron p<H for pota^ 
toes, and a basin, and a pkte. It was perfect^ 
deso, ncTertheless, and receAtly white-washed^ 
which gave it a more comfortable appearance tha!^ 
most of the abodes in that place. My attentiooi 
howcTer, was soon so completely engrossed by 
O'Neil's discourse, that I •had Utde leisure for 
^er remarits. He was aged; but when miee^ 
in his bed, I diought I never had beheld a mor^ 
imposihg countenance and manner: th^e was 
much of genuine dignity^ and consetonaness of fi^r 
mer respectaHlity iu station, and superior menUd 
endowment ; much inf<»ination ; a flow of welt- 
chosen language, and sometimes a teaching allu- 
stem to his doBtitute state, as having proceeded 
from the death of an only and afieetionale son, 
who had contributed largely to his suppott. But 
the one object on whidi O'Neil sho^ out with 



lAakmg IxaUtt was Ifae finished wink of tne Laid 
Jesus €bfisl. It was nol the studied langui^e of 
a man who can speak well on a subject where he 
has thought inuch--^it was the overflow of a foil 
hearty which had felt much. His utter abhorrence 
of himself^ as a lost sinner, his unqualified and 
shuddering renunciation of all the merit-mcmger- 
ing work of popery ; his fervent, passionate ap» 
peals,, with uplifted eyes and streaming tears, for 
more of the Holy Spirit's teaching ; and his tor- 
rents of adoring thanksgiving for the redeeming 
love which had paid so costly a price for the ranr* 
som of his soul, when no help was to be found 
save in that atonement — all spoke the humbled, 
convinced, seeking, rejoicing believer in Christ 
Jesus. He was energetic, to a degree that would 
have been deemed too vehement in an English* 
man ; but O'Neil was thoroughly Irish, as I soon 
found, when, on my subsequent visits, I took an 
Irish reader to him. He was indeed quite a 
scholar in that tongue ; and it was most affecting 
lo behold his crippled, distorted, fingers contriving 
to retain within their grasp the blessed Book, and 
to turn over its pages. 

I soon found that O'Neil's wife had a sad pro*^ 
pensity for strong drink; and that Ae donaticNM 
Bestowed, in money or Unen, on this intertssting 
character, too generally found their way to the 
tap-room below. The noble lady, whose mansion 



I hadi jiKil 1^ hftd placed, ia my baaos a suin o{ 
money, for the us^ of her poor countrymen in St«' 
Giles's ; and I resolved that ont of this I would 
regularly supply O'Neil with nutriment proper for 
his weak state. I thank God, I was able, from 
one. source or another, to continue it up to the 
time of his death, more than two years after. My 
dislike of bis poor crooked fingers soon vanished ; 
and jnany, oh many a day have I run up the long 
passage, and mounted the stairs, and placed my« 
self on the old box, with one of those formidable 
bands clasping mine, while I read or talked to the 
dear old saint about his glorious Redeemer. The 
daily pittance of soup; or. milk, with bread, soon 
nourished him into better health; and the little 
service of being the medium through which the 
bounty of others reached him, won for me such a 
warm niche in his Irish heart, that it almost 
amounted to idolatry. 

To such a place I could not, of course, go 
alone; bi^t the privilege of visiting O'Neil was 
sought for by so many, that I never lacked a com- 
panion. The dear Pastor of the Irish Church in 
that place delighted in him ; and unbounded was 
O'Neil's affection for Mr. B. But though he was 
exp6sed to so much notice as might try the Chris 
tian humility of any man, O'Neil lay quiet at the 
foot of the cross, glorying in that alone. He had 
some habits that gave offence to persons of vari- 



ott»^cfaaraicter8 ; bat I ]&»i them all. Oae wm 
what is irreTer^lly called craw-thumping. Every 
eae knows that the poor Roniftniit,.8i c c w fewi oir, 
is instructed to strike hard upon his breast with 
th^ right fist, as a sign of coatrition; and this 
jfH^ctice O'Neil never laid aside. His self-con^ 
demnation, and his prayers for dmuk teachings 
vmcQ accompanied with so many blows from hir 
poor hand, ttmt I have seen some of the Irish rea- 
ders in no small comntotion about it — disposed tO: 
question the reality of his conversion, while so 
shockingly popnsh a habit was retained. To me 
it bespoke the sincerity of the man, far more clea^r* 
ly than its abandonment could have done. An- 
other foible was his extreme politeness : when 
friends entered, he would, raising himself in the 
bed, call to his wife to place the box here, and the 
^air there, and the stool beside it, and, waving 
his band with the most ceremonious and courteous 
gesture, he would direct the process of seating the 
company; then, from beneath his pillow, draw 
fbrth an antique born snuff-box, aod pass it round 
with an. air wholly inimitable. More than cme 
good person has said to me, in this stage of the 
business, * The man is all artificial : what has a 
beggar to do with such absurd forms ? To which 
I have replied, ' O'Neil is not going to beg of you ; 
so be quiet, and take a lesson in good manners ' 

I netier knew any one kave him under other im* 
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ibui that he w«s simple sincMtgr pm«&« 
tfed. 

It pleased God to let me labour among thoee 
dear Mtcaets for months together; but after a 
ttane my residence was changed, and I made few 
visiu there. Still, so far a% my charity puree 
serred, through the help of richer frieiKl3) my pea 
siim^rs were regularly attended to ; and D., beloT* 
ed D., was the overseer of the work. Tbe.chole 
ra came, and swept away many. an Irish beggai 
out of wretched Sa. Giles's, and the malignant 
feirer carried away many more. D. fell beneath 
the latter. I followed his remains to the ^ye ; 
and seeing some of my poor peo|de bending over 
it in an agony of unrestrained sorrow, my heart 
was stirred up to yisit them during the few hours 
of my stay in town. I took a clerical friend with 
me, and plunged at once into the doubly desolate 
scenes that I had too long been estranged fross. 

With some difficulty, in a most wretched garret, 
immeasurably inferior to his former lodging, I 
found O'Neil. He lay almost on the bare ground, 
without a vestige of any earthly comfort. Even 
die cleanliness that had always marked his appear* 
»fiee, was gone. He could not lift his head from 
the pillow of rags ; but when I spoke, he cksped 
my hand within his tr^nl^ng, crooked fingers, a^d 
sobbed his Uessings for die daSy pitUince <^ milk 
and btmd. He then teU us that, during die Mtee: i 



^t IK-^evfaMl been attacked by cbidfrai had ba^ 
in the hoapilal, a» a most desperate casey had b^op 
broiight through it, and returned to hia |^ret tp 
linger oiit as before. It did: indeed appear moat 
wonderful that such an object could have survived 
die attack; and unbeli?f almost repined at it. I 
oiean my unbelief: for Q'rieil, though with scarce- 
ly power to strike W. withered ' band upon his 
breast. Was as low in- self-abasement, as energetic 
in the faith that is in Christ Jesus^ as ever : and 
no less willing to stay than prepajred to go. 

My companion was much .slsii^k with the o)d 
ami; he talked long, and then^ayed with bio^; 
and afterwards added hk oieat unequivocal teati- 
meoy to that of the nsany vr]|p;h$Ml formerly visited 
him. It was my last interview with O'Neil ; b^t* 
I had the cotfsd^ of knowing tbat he; enjoyed tbe 
daSy portion of nourishmeiU, ai^ the pasu^ftl 
ear^ of bi» beloved minister. It waa[ a welcome 
eenamunieation which to^d nae, twelve months^ af- 
terwards, that he had departed in a atate of un- 
speakable rejoicing, to, be with Christ for ever. 
His death was remarkable for tlie vivid realization 
that he enjoyed of future glpry> strikingly cpntraat- 
ad'wilh 4he humility and self-suspicion that had 
ibdrmerly characterized him. I remember qnce 
taking a Christian divine to visit him, who preach- 
ed up personal ^asMiranee as an indispensable evi- 
dence of sftving faith ; but all his expostulations coii^<^; 
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not acton from O'^Neil a stronger w<hn1 dian *i 
hope/ as regarded Us eternal inberitanoe.' *Are 
yoQ goisg to beaten, O'Neil ?' ^ I hope, through 
the precious blood of my Redeemer, thai I amj 
sir/ ' That is not enough : you must be sure <rf 
it * I am sure, sir, that Christ came to save such 
sinners as me ; and I am sure I deshre to be SMed 
by Him; and I hope He will save me, sir.' 
* Why, have you not the earnest of the Spirit ? 
I hope I have, sir.' At last my friend plainly^ 
told him that his state was far from satisfactory; 
the tears streamed from the poor old man's eyes, 
and repeatedly he struck his breast ; but all that 
he would utter was the ejaculation :-~^ I hope-^I 
hope He ^ill save me ! I to6k care to nm back 
to his-bed side, when the others wei^ departiia^, 
and to tell him that his hope woukl never make 
him ashamed ; and that though assurance might 
be a privilege, it was no test of ^ving fsilb. 
Dear O'Neil enjoyed it at last, though if his latest 
breath had been but an ' I hope,' I should be pit 
as well satisfied concerning him. 

My beautiful Guernsey Lilies-«*whst is their 
exquisite dress to that in which okl Patrick O'Neil, 
the Irish beggar of St. Giles's, now shines! 
** Solomon in all his. glory was not arrayed like 
one of these :" but all the glory -of this goi^ous 
creation affords not a type &r that in which ti^ 
redeemed soul stands complete belore Grod. .1 



know Dol tlie exdct spot where the distoirted joiati 
of (he dd Irishman now mouMor into dust ; but 
well I know that thence shall arise a being fashioned 
like unto Christ's glorious body. The fomi tb«t 
weieirs the white robe, bleached in the blood of the 
Lamb, will not bend under the burden of disease ; 
the hand that tunes a celestial harp will be pained 
and crippled no more ; neither smite upon the 
breast in the anguish of self-accusing GOmpum^on 
My poor O'Neil, now rich with inexhaustible 
treasures, has already changed ' I belieFe' into ' J 
see,' and ' I hope' into ' I possess/ The bountif«d 
lady whose alms first enabled me to nourish him, 
is with him there : and D. who minit^red Ulo a 
comforting angel unto him in the dark dungeons of 
St. Giles's, is likewise '^made equal unto the 
angels," and joining their hallelujahs in the courts 
of heaven. Howels, whose energetic plea from 
the pulpit once poured upwards of fifty pounds 
into my St. Giles's purse, is there too ; ' an in-doer 
servant,' according to his own beautiful, dying 
thought, rejoicing among the souls which he help- 
ed to gather in. Ajid now .what matters it, 
whether like that titled lady they lived in princely 
halls, faring sumptuously every day, or like O'Neil, 
received at the hand of charity a daily dole in a 
garret : whether like Howels they formed the cen^ 
tre and chief of an admiring congregation, ''^ known 
md read of all men," or like D. paced the darken- 
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ed streets, and obscure alleys, to da good by steafck, 
concealing from the left band tb^ works of the 
right! All were the Lord's dear children; all 
glorified Him where he had seen good to place 
them. Affluence and d^titution, beauty and drs 
toition, health and disease, fame and obscurity, all 
were blessed; all made a blessing, through the 
grace of God in Christ Jesus. Go then, dear 
reader, and gire thanks unto the Lord for your lot, 
whatsoever it be'; and pray, like poor Q'N^il, for 
the teaching of the divine Spirit, that your body 
may become a holy temple unto Him, and thai 
your soul may be saved in the day of the Lotd 
Ctarwt. 
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PHAPTER XXIV. 



THE ITY* 

Two winters of singdlar mildness had led me so 
far to forget the general characteristics of that 
dreary season, that when the customary blight fdl^ 
somewhat abruptly, on the vegetable ^orld, it 
startled me to find my garden metamorphosed intd 
a desArt. The tall dahlias stood, full-leaved as 
before; but the verdant robe of yesterday had 
been changed into gloomy blackness, and stems 
that lately seemed to support some perennial shrub, 
were indebted only to the stakes to which we had 
bound them for the upright position they still 
maintained. The China rose-trees, with which 
my garden abounds, presented a less forlorn asjpect, 
because their evergreen mantle was proof against 
the power of frost ; but their numerous buds, love- 
ly and fresh when the setting sun-beam last linger- 
ed among them, had drooped their delicate heads 
in death. I walked on, marking as I passed, two 
little flowers of the lowly heart's ease in untarnisk- 
«d beauty, smiling at the foot of one of these lofty 
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bat disfigured rose-trees; and proceeded to the 
spot where my lauristinus, lifting its vigorous head 
in calm defiance of every blight, was putting out 
its white buds with more than their wonted profu- 
sion ; and there I stood in happy reverie, thinking 
of the spirit made perfect, of him vC^om the shrub 
typifies in my imagination — that devoted old ser- 
Tant of Christ, Charles Seymour, who long glad- 
dened the western wild of poor Ireland with the 
riches of gospel promise, set forth in her anciei^ 
tongue-^-iintil my eye wandered to the wall just 
behind it, which, stretching to some distance on 
Slither hand, wears a vestige of Ivy, the growth of 
many years ; of bushy thickness towards the top, 
where it crowns its supp(»rter with the daVk polished 
berries that beautifully accord with the whole 
dharacter of the plant. The lauristinus, mingling 
its u(q)er branches with this ancient friend, appears 
las of one family, yet different and dtstinguistied 'n 
a striking manner. I looked until my tears flowed, 
fiHr the power of imagination was irrisistible, and 
the scene which opened on my mind was one of 
overwhelming interest. 

.. I am not writing fiction ; the objects that I 
describe are within my view at this moment, dis- 
tantly visible from pay window, and their relative 
position is precisely what I Jhave stated. But, 
standing close beside them, under the influence of 
dbe wintry air that had desolated the scene around. 
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vM\e seared leates, wafted from the taU trees 

« 

above my bead. Were sinking at my feet, never 
more to rise from their parent earth— ^ these 
things gave a reality to the ^contemplation not to 
be felt under other circumstances ; and I record 
my feeUngs without ekpecting any reader to enter 
into their depth. 

The Ivy, as I have formerly observed, is to me 
a lively representation of the work and the power 
af faith. Its strength consists in the tenacity with 
which it clings to something foreign to its own 
sul^tance, identifying itself, by a wonderful pro^ 
oess, with what it adheres to. Alone, it cannot 
stand : if you tear it from its prep, down must fall 
etery branch, at the mercy of any trampling foot 
lof man or beast. The analogy in my mind was 
perfect : there stood- the two phuits, one,, rooted in 
distinct individuality, needkig no prop, fearing no 
(be, adorned with a viiiite^ a beauteous robe, woyen 
by the finger of ^od; the other, strong onlyiii 
ccmscious weakness^ sombre in hue, its very fruit 
cktd in Uie mournii^ tint of affliction, yet tending 
upwards, clustering in fulness proportioned to ils 
growth, and braving every blast in the confidence 
of its firm fixture to that which couM not be 
moved. — ^What had I before my eyes, but one 
glorified member of the triumphant church above 
and the afflicted, yet highly privifeged body of his 
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vmi dMr brelbiM), ihe Cborcii of k^ftod ndiUdtt 
|m» below ! 

Militant i« tbe distinguishing epithet of Christ's 
^urch, and of each individual belonging, unto it, 
Mtil the warfare being accomplished, the good 
#gh( fought, and faith kept untp death, the crown 
of righteousness is awarded, and the happy spirit 
fewceoQ^s ineorpoarated with the cbnrph triuaipbant 
in hea¥en. The little babe, whose shoirt breattungs 
tfft o[q)ressed, and its tiny frame faintly stru|^ii^ 
Aroug^ the few days of its sojourn on earth, is 
ivilitant here below. The strong youth, robust in 
jMalth, whose cfye sparkles in promise of long and 
a^¥e existence, wbile his h^rt, renewed b; the 
secret infiueiices of divine grace, witnesses a con- 
^tet hidden from n^ertal eye, between the law oi 
life written therein, and tbe l»w of sin warring in 
<bis -^members, is militant here below. The man 
iof fiill and sobered age, who has numbered, pes 
iiaps, more than-half the longest probable duration 
«f human life, who looks rouiMl, it may be, on a 
idooming family ci loving and dutiful childroiy 
'While his soul, bound down by those delicious ties, 
'4:leaves to the dast, when he would have it maunt 
i^>waid to the throire of God — ^howsoever smooth 
jmd blissful his lot may seem, is militant here be- 
low. The aged servant of Christ, who has berae 
in tile vineyard d)e heat and bordea of the- day — 
the faidiful veteran, who, in many a contest with 
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Mb MmiaiB^ Ib^ faito cows off nioM thm 
queror, through him iHio loved him: «iid who, 
tiolteriAg now on lifey extremest verge, is regatded 
as moet tviutuphantly secure of his erowiiy most 
enviably nearer to hM^veo^-^Le too has fighliiigv 
without and feavs within; he too, while. the body- 
still detains him, is militant here below. 

The universal acknowledgement ef all, whether 
uttered by the lips, or se<»etely Aiade in the h«ax^ 
recesses, in that voice of which God alone is esg^ 
nizant, is ever, '' We in this tabernacle do gvteil^ 
being burdened." I have known senile ^leaf ml^^ 
doubting child^ren of Zion go heavily in jjerpeMft 
grief, merely because no outward cross wai^ «# 
that particular time, laid on them. A soi9Mw4m 
doser acquaintance with God and with thettlsdiM 
has never failed, in such cases, to convin<f4 iMstt 
that He, not they; was the best judge wb^^ tit 
how, and of what kind the discipline prepftMd iot 
ihem should be. But the very apptebeiute)!^ M^ 
gendered by such supposed exdusiom ftoii -Ihe 
badge of His servants, was in itself, 1M'h0H 
cross ; an<f they, contending against Ihehr <0W1i 
misgivings, were equally militant here b(fto#» i 

If such be the general ezperieiiOd Olf ^thMf 
most highly favoured in external things, What'shall 
we say <^ such as, like the miimi I»y, IMM ^ 
pos«d ti> the fieircesl asMuHs^d^ VS^% UMl tthi^ 
nBr'smnn ma 'SXieiuai -uesviauuui Tiiai vno ^ei^ 
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of tmfk, directed by ite jMNteiMd li^ M 
evil spbils, can briag to bear o^ Uieir unsheltored 
heads ! The condittoo of thoifte fiiithfudl men, who 
al this moment are doing the work ^ eraaigeKsts 
in that ttrancb of the Protestant cburdi estdl>lishadL 
in Ireland, will be a matierof history, fur future 
generations to indnrel at, when the patient suffer- 
ers' shall be numbered with ihe saints in glory 
eteilatfting, when every tear shall have been wipod 
bom their faces, and the Lamb be visibly reignioi^ 
in the midst of them for ever. Yet even these 
ephemeral pages shall recotd it too; and while 
iuUbring, as indeed I do, continual sorrow and 
keayiness in my heart for our brethren's sake, I 
wifl not refuse the consolations that abound on 
Iheilr behailf, in tn^cing the beautiful analogy that 
certainly exists between the natural world, as 
tDEMier the Providential government of its Creator^ 
and the spiritual world of regenerate men, as 
Qiore richly provided for in the covenant of grace. 
If I look upon tliat which is seen, how sad is 
tfre wintry state of my poor Ivy ! Sotoe lofty 
trees planted near it have cast a goc^Iy shadow 
upon it, yielding defence, alike from the burning 
ray, and the rending gale. I have seen them 
stand long, like appointed guardians, and if the 
defence of the Ivy had depended on their fidelity 
to the trust, alas for it in this day of calamity ! 
The trees have wifhdravni their shade— they stan4 



in- m&ed Hetplepsmessi themselves <kiii*en to and 
fid, whitheryoever the prince of the power of the 
air is pleased to beml their denuded and dishon- 
oured branches. The pelting hail, the heavy 
snow-drift, meet no obstruction from them, in 
ih^ir full career against the unprotected Ivy. It 
stands exposed, and in itself so weak a thing that 
the operation of a single blustering day would 
suffice to rend it piecemeal, only for the unseen 
support enabling it to smile a calm defiance in the 
fece of every assailsmt. And could any type be . 
more impressively jus^ as regards the truly mili- 
tant church of Ireland at this day ? I shall say 
nothing about the towering trees ; they have the 
advantage over sentient and responsible men, in 
that they never proffered their patronage in sum- 
mer days, nor consciously withdrew it, when the 
wintry tempest began to rage. I reproach not the 
ifinocent trees of my garden ; but I acknowledge 
the Witness of dieir station, and of their mutability* . 
to render the similitude perfect. The Ivy is that 
wherewith I have to do ; the Ivy in its two-fdd 
character of actual weakness, and imparted 
strength — of stormy persecution applied from 
A^ithout, and indestructible endurance supplied 
from within. 

The real and acknowledged condition of many, 
nnd, in the south, a large majority, of the devoted 

mioisiers of the Irish church at this day, is such« 
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that I «hrink from the pktoe wbk* I im »«*ir- 
thefeM bound to transcribe. They ai« topofer- 
ished beyond the possibility of making fiich pro- 
Tision as the meanest of our cottagers » acciw- 
tomed to secure, against the approach <rf winter. 
They cannot clothe the shiyering Ufi*o ot their 
tender little ones— they cannot sup|4y them with 
nourishment equivalent to the scantiest allowance 
of our parochial workhouse— they cannot, in many 
instances, afford the luxury of a fire, beyond the hoar 
that it is indispensable for cooking their miserable 
dole of dry potatoes. I have the fact from, auth w- 
ity that cannot be questioned, from one who, mer- 
cifully provided with the resource of a private 
income, goes among his brethren to minister to. 
their pressing necessities as far as the cWms ci 
his own very large family will allow. I have it 
from different and distant quarters, from ind viduals 
unconnected with each other, and uncofts* ions of 
the concurrent testimony that they yield. 1 he Ivy 
on my garden wall is not more destitute of «tter 
nai defence against the biting inclemency oi De- 
cember, than are multitudes of those whose de 
lightftil work it has ever been, when they saw tha 
hungry, to feed them, to cover the naked with a 
garment, and to bring those who were cast out to 
their own hospitable homiss. Their acknowledged 
right— that, at least, which the government of the 
country has appointed to them, and, for gcncsW'tton* 
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pM% gamtM^'kB due payiiient--t8 Mrifliheld ui 
yaoBtttg defiaiiee of that goTemineDt, wbicli^ 
while lEie^kly acquiesciog in the soTereign will of 
rebellious sutjects^ offers no substitute for what 
their loyal ministers are defrauded of: but leaves 
them to famish, literally to starve to deathj with 
their children around them, until the senat(»rs of 
the land shall have enjoyed their accustomed sea* 
son of repose, and an arrangement shall take 
place among contending parties, by which the 
question of tithe may be ultimately adjusted. I 
venture not on political ground; I have but to 
state the broad fact that the clergy of Ireland are 
starving ; and that the sole support to which they 
wbA their numerous household can look, for the 
dreary season already set in upon us, is the spon- 
taneous bounty of sympathizing friends in that 
part of the church which as yet tastes not the cup 
of external persecution. I knovif, and I bless God 
£or#^ that a stream <^ Christian liberality is flow- 
ing towards their desolated dwellings ; but even 
the extremity of personal want does not end their 
sufferings. They dwell among those who are 
confederate against their lives; and who, if the 
plan of salvation be bafHed by our means, may 
again wet the knife, and aim ibe bullet, and 
brandish the heavy stone — ^weapons that, have 
Bach and all, within a short space of time, been 
:rimsdned with the life-blood of Protestant clei^* 
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nen. These are the ^Qtrnn wed die tempesis 1A 
which my brethren suiid exposed in the defence^- 
kesiaess of individual weakness, Their children 
cry for food ; and that we may provide for them : 
they shiver beneath the wintry blast, they shrink 
from the piercing frost ; and we may clothe their 
limbs and rekincUe their fires, from our own com* 
parative abundance — ^but the parents' heart, though 
by grace it may be so humbled as not to reject a 
gifit, painful for the educated mind, will yet secr^ 
ly quake under the anticipated horror of that fronot 
which we cannot interpose to rescue them. The 
atq> of the midnight incendiary, of the sworn as- 
sassin, blessed to the deed of butchery by her 
who has so oft been drunk with the blood ci the 
Mints, will be fancied in every breeze that rustles 
among the brandies : and the closer we examine 
die picture, the darker do its shades become-^e: 
more appalling those perils, in the midst of which' 
ow brethren are set for the defence of the gbi^el/ 
The GosPKL*-^recious word ! It is the powei 
of Him who says, '^ The Lord hath anointed me- 
to preach good tidings unto the meek; he hatfa- 
neat me to bind up the broken-hearted ; to com-' 
fort all that mourn ; to appoint unto them that 
mourn in Zion, to give unto them beauty for' 
i|shes, the oil of joy for mourning, the garment of 
praise for the spirit of heaviness ; that they might 
be. oalled trees of righteousness, the planting oif 
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the Lord; that He might be glorified.'' And 
glorified he isiti them. The fruit which they 
bear is indeed clad in the hue of affliction, for hier 
po6r Church is militant against many foes, and 
exceiedingly pressed above measure, seeiping to 
have the sentence of death in themselves ; but he 
gives them a spirit of patient endurance, inexpli- 
cable in some cases but by the great mystery of 
faith, whereby, adhering to the Rock that cannot 
be moved, they derive strength according to their 
day. They stand, a miracle of supporting grace, 
" as sorrowful, yet always rejoicing , as poor, ye( 
making many rich, as haTing nothings and yet 
possessing all things.'' 

Many years ago, I planted an Ivy, and watched 
its giowth vrith childish interest. Having fixed its 
root firmly in the soil, it speedily put forth shoots ; 
and as these grew, the short stout fibres appeared, 
grasping the rough particles of an ancient wall, 
plunging into every little crevice, and securing 
themselves by a process that excited my wonder 
beyond any thing that I can remember, at that 
period of my life. I have pulled away the young 
branches, endeavouring to refix them in a difierent 
position, but in vain : the work of adhesion was 
one that human skill could not accomplish, nor hu- 
man power compel. The utmost that I could do 
was to afford an artificial support to the detached 

branch, until, having continued its growth, it put 
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mi new fingers, as I called U^m, to lak#«^str«ii;- 
ger hold on its balwark. This imglA bo rery apt* 
ly iHustrated by the past history of a Cburdiy 
where faith might have become dead, a» rega»ie4 
a race of individuals ; but where, by tltat aid hfma, 
without which may God in his mercy ever dispose 
the State to extend in the Church ! better dayi 
were provided for ; and the visible branch restored 
to its pristine beauty and strength, through failfa 
newly infused into the members, enabKi^ them to 
cleave wholly to Christ. But my present business 
is with the Ivy in its mature state, upheld by the 
might of its immoveable supporter — with the per* 
secuted men of whom it is a lively type ; who, in 
the midst of all that renders the present agonizing, 
and the future terrific, can adapt the language et 
inspired Paul, " None of these things move me ; 
neither count I my life dear unto myself, so that I 
might finish my course with joy, and the ministry 
which I have received of the Lord Jesus, to testi* 
fy the gospel of the grace of God." Herein lies 
the mystery of that patient endurance, the deep 
and general silence of which made the very exis 
tence of their distress questionable among us. 
" To testify the gospel of tlie grace of God,** was 
the object and end of all their labours ; and theif 
willing task it was, after Paul's example, to learn, 
In whatsoever state they were, therewith to Wi 
content — ^they would know both how to be abated, 



•ad know how to abound ; eveiywhere, and in all 
things, they w^re instructed, both to be fiiU and to 
he hfni^ry, both to abound and to suffer ileed* 
Yea, tbejr can do all things througu CnRfsr 
urnicti {^PRSNCTTHSinBTH THSM. It IS by close 
oeRimlinion with Him that his afflicted serva&to 
ate enabled thus to glorify God in the day of Tisi^ 
tatiefi*--to glorify him in the fires. He has taught 
diem that he careth for them : and they, unremnr-* 
ediy, cast erery care upon him ; yet like Paul, to 
the beloted Phitippians, they will say unto hs, 
'* Notwithstanding, ye have well done, that ye did 
communicate with my affliction.*' Oh that we 
could rightly appreciate the value of such an ex« 
anfipie at oirr very doors, of suffering accorcting to 
the will of God ! But all cannot realise the 
scenes now enacting in pocH* Ireland ; and few 
there are whom I could invite to weep widi rae 
beneath the storm-beaten Ivy. 

But what a spectacle does it present in the sight 
of that great cloud of witnessess who encompass 
it ! They, who through faith and palsenoe, have 
already inherited the promises, how must they re« 
joice over their militant brethren, marching on* 
ward, through much tribulation, to swell the army 
of tliat dinrch triumphant? Bodily anguisb, 
cold, hanger, and the yet more grievous pain of 
behdding those dependent on them sharing m 
Aeir |ffivatioiis-*^ental inqoieiudi^, as to die 
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fiiture lot in life <^ their destitute IttU^ ones, will 
force itself on their anxious -thought — ^titbandon^ 
ment on the one hand, on the other, barbarous 
exultation ; the muttered curse of the vindictiye, 
deluded peasant, the heartless scoff, and ribald 
jest of the far more degraded, though flattered and 
pensioned poet — ^these are the lot of men of whom 
the world is not worthy; and cruel they are to 
poor shrinking humanity. But they endure as 
seeing Him who is invisible, and though now they 
prophesy in sackeloth, and by and by they may be 
slain, still Christ has prepared for them a kingdom, 
which, after a little while they shall receive, be- 
coming kings and priests unto God. 

It is of those who, like the Ivy, cling by living 
faith unto the Rock of salvation, that I thus speak, 
I speak not ci the Church, nor of her ministry, as 
though an outward profession, or formal ordination, 
could knit the soul to Christ. There is dross in 
the furnace no less than gold. Many suffer com- 
pulsorily, who would not endure an hour's afflic- 
tion for Christ and his gospel. But the patient 
servants of God are known unto Him : and they 
are so many as now to characterize the whole 
Church. Some straggling shoots disfigure my 
Ivy, which hang upon it but to be lopped off; yet 
die plant clings to its supporter, and those urisight* 
ly exceptions alter it not. It looks green ; and iti 
IMlisbed leaves, dark in themselves, reA&ct the 
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brightness of day. I know that the appointed 
season of winter must endure for a while : but I 
also know that the spring-tide shall not fail. A 
time of refreshing shall come from the presence 
of the Lord, to bid his suffering saints rejoice, 
*'Then the ransomed of the Lord shall return, 
and come to Zion with songs, and everlasting joy, 
upon their heads : they shall obtain gladness and 
foy, and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.*^ 



THE END. 
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